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CHAPTER I 

A DrLIi3£RATE MAN 


There is a rough truth, no doubt, in the saying that adventures occur 
to the adventurous. But fantastic things may happen to anyone. 
No man, for instance, was ever less fantastically mmded than 
Lieutenant-Colonel John Stnckland, late of the Coldstream Guards. 
He disembarked from the river steamer atTh.abcikyin and motored by 
thejunglc roadover thcmounuinstotheBurinaRuby Mines atMogok 
with the simple romantic wish to buy a jewel for a lady. Yet in 
dut remote spot, during the sixr>' hours of his stay, the fint fantastic 
incident happened to him, of a whole series wliich was to reach out 
across the oceans and accomplish itself in the fever of lighted cities. 

He reached the Guest-House on the slope above the town by mid¬ 
day, ate his luncheon, and, with a Burma cheroot between his teeth, 
disposed himself on a long chair for a peaceful afternoon. There was, 
however, to be no peace for him. For, sprung apparently from tlie 
earth, three native h.awkcr$ were immediately squatting upon the 
veranda at his feet atid flashing at him tr.tys full of tiny stones— 
splinters of sappliire and ruby, fragments of amethyst .and topaz, 
mfinitcsinud tourmalines and spinels, the refuse of tltc ruby mime. 
Strickland declined their wares, at first politely, then with violence. 
But pertinacity was their real stock-in-trade. They sold peace rather 
than Jewels; and they merely retired a few yards down die sloping 
garden, where once more they squatted side by side, patient as 
vultures about a victim not quite dead. 

Strickland closed his eyes again and die latch of the gate at the bot¬ 
tom of the garden clicked. An officer in a uniform, of a solid build 
and a stolid face, with a sm.all bristling moustache upon his lip, walked 
up die path between the carefully tended beds of flowen. He 
mounted the steps to the veranda and saluted. 

*' I beg to introduce myself, sir,” he said in a formal voice. I am 
Captain Thome, District Superintendent of Police.” 

Colonel Strickland sat up straight and bowed. Whatever annoy¬ 
ance he felt, he concealed. 

It b kind of you to call,” he said. "WoiA you sit down— 
though, to be sure, you arc rather the host than 11 ” 
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“ Not at all,” said Capt.iu\ Thorne. But he sat down ajid removed 
his tepee. Atcer ih.at there was sdcncc. Strickland broke it. He 
held out .a box of cigarettes. 

" Will you smoke one ? ” 

“ Thank you; I’ll smoke a pipe.” 

The Colonel with dithcult)- repressed a sigh. He began to calculate 
how many cigarettes went to a pipe m point of rime—one certainly 
whilst the pipe w.is being loaded .and lit. Captain Thome w.is thirt)’- 
fivc years old, but he had all the deliberation of an old man. 

“ You walked into Bhamo two d.ays ago,” he s.ud at length. 

“ I crossed the hills from Yuiman,” replied Strickland. 

” Yes,” said Thome. 

“ Yes,” repc.ucd Strickland; and once more silence encompassed 
the two men. Thorne looked out into the garden. Responsibility 
sat upon his shoulders like a knapsack. Strickland could .almost sec 
it—the knapsack of a man in full marching kit. Thome slowly 
turned his eyes from the garden to Strickland’s face and tried again: 

” You have been walking tor fifteen moudis in China.” 

Yes. 

” You told my colleague in Bliamo tliat.” 

” I did.” 

” It’s a long rime." 

“ I W. 1 S up to no harm,” said Strickl.ind meekly. 

“ Of course not,” said Thorne quite seriously. 

No.” 


** No,” repeated Thome; and once more silence came down like a 
blanket; and once more Thome’s eyes reverted to the garden, whilst 
beliind a blank expression he revolved some weighty question. His 
trouble was that ail questions, however small, to him were weighty 
and must be deviously approached. He was Strickland’s visitor, 
because he wanted Strickland’s help, but it was not in his nature to ask 
for it until he was satisfied by a veritable inquisition. 

” Shooting ? ” he asked. 

Strickland shrugged his shoulders. 

” If it came my way. I had a gun and a sporting iMannlidt>*f with 

tt 

me. 


Thorne was clearly disappointed. 

” You were making maps, then? ” 

” I made a few,” Strickl.ind returned. ” But 1 had no cominiision 
to make any.” 
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" No? ” said Thorrjc. 

" No," Strickland repeated. 

The dejection of tlie District Superintcmlait was now complete. 
But he made a last and an audacious inquiry- to determine dcfmitcly 
that this was not the man he w.intcd. He tsvistcd a little in his chair 
and blurted out: 

Colonel Strickland, will you forgive me an impertinence? ’’ 

Colonel Strickland fixed a cold and steads’ eve upon his uncom¬ 
fortable visitor. 


I should think not,” he said quietly. 

Captain Tlmnic. however, only twisted in his ch.iir a little more. 

" I must risk it nevertheless," he said stubbornly. " Isn’t it a little 
odd that a man as young as you arc, with your position, vour appear¬ 
ance—some money, too, no doubt—with, in a W’ord, all the enjoy¬ 
ments which the war has left at your hand, should go tramping about 
on foot in the wastes of the earth witli one or rsvo natives for servants, 

and an outfit which a native trader would despise? Isn’t it rather 
odd?" 


The question was an impertinence, but it was put without .an itn- 
pertinent intention. Thome’s voice Ind an apologetic timidity; Itis 
manner was deferential. Yet StrickI.md’s colour deepened ail over 
his suQ^tanned face and he was very slow to reply. 

There were none the less iwcnt)- rc.isoiis which he could have given 
off-hand, each one of which held some grain of trudi. A strain of the 
gipsy m his blood; the time-limit of his command when he was still 
too young for retirement; the loss of his friends; an aching sense of 
boredom; a fccluig tint he and his contemporaries were in the w.ay 
of the busy flamboyant armies of young people who were so con¬ 
vinced tliat their ciders had made a dreadful liash of their own epoch; 
a conical inclination to stand aside and observe whether the new 
generation would do any better—any of these would have sufficed. 

But the real ultimate reason, the fuiisn causaiis of his wandering_no, 

he would give that to no one. 

He chose in the end yet another reason, and that, too, had its share 
of truth. 


I ain not the only one, even of my own regiment, who has gone 
walking," he said, and then cited the names of several. " One of 
them, indeed, died not so long ago over in Yunnan." 

" I remember," said Thome. 

Well, wc have all one thing in common,” continued Strickland. 
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“ Ordinarily, amongst the life interests of the people you have 
described, people like mvsclf, an cnormoas place is occupied by the 
horse. Horses keep half the country’ houses open and make the very 
best of suminers just a pleasant overture to the winter, isn’t that so ? ” 

“ I suppose it is,” said Thome in that tone of surprise with which a 
fresh idea is received. 

" The one thing we all have in common,” Strickland continued, 
” is that none of us is fond of a horse.” 

Thome accepted the reason. He asked no more questions. A 
look of gloom settled upon his face. This last explanation alone was 
enough to pcrsiKidc him that Strickland was not the man, nor 
belonged to tlic family of die man. of whom he stood in need. 

“ I am sorry,” he said as he ktiockcd out his pipe. “ When they 
telegraphed to me from Bhamo that you had started down the Jrawadi, 
I hoped against hojsc that ^'ou would disembark at Thabeikyin and 
come up to Mogok.” 

“ Well, so I did 1 ” exclaimed Strickland. 

” And tiiat you would come with a particular object.” 

” So I did,” Strickland repeated, but this time wth a smile of amuse¬ 
ment. He had never been able to take the hush-hush men seriously. 
The war had developed them by brigades and divisions, as a bacteri¬ 
ologist multiplies microbes—the men who would never ask you out to 
dinner until by devious questions they had found out whether you 
could accept, the man who talked of ” particular objects,” and 
nvisted commonplaces into mysteries. Here was one of the very aces 
of tlie tribe. 

” So I did. I came up to Mogok to buy a ruby.” And, had 
Thome been a dose observer, he would have seen the blood once more 
darken Colonel Strickland’s forehead. But he had no eyes for such 
details. 

He rose from his cliair with an air of finality, and took up his hat 
and his stick. 

” No doubt you will get what you want at the office. I am sorry 
to have troubled you. Good morning I ” 

Captain Thome was actually going. But this unceremonious 
departure w.is too much even for Strickland’s equanimity. Thome’s 
foot was on the first of the steps dov/n from the veranda, when a 
totally new and unexpected voice brought him to a scop. 

” That won’t do. Captain Thome.” 

The voice was Colonel Strickland’s. It was calm and pitched in a 
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low key, but ic wj5 resoiuut wuh a quite compelling authontv. 

i borne s dLsdain vanished at the mere sound of it. He turned. 

Sit down again,” said Strickland, and he pointed with a finger to 

Che chair from which Thorne had risen. The Head of the Mogok 

police obeyed—slowly, not because lie had a tliouglu to disobev. but 

became he needed a moment or two to revise Ins judgments. After 

aU. Colonel Strickland h.id commanded great bodies of men. A 

bng,adc during the last year of the war had been under his conunaud. 

whilst he himself. Thome, had never had more to deal with thin a 
company. 

j ^ forgive you an impertuicnce.” 

s^d Strickland quietly, as soon as Thome was seated. ” That was 

aU very wcU. I forgave it. But you have taken it upon yourself to 

ask me a great many questions, and I certainly will not put up with die 

impemnencc of your departure before you c.xplaui to me wliy you 
put tlicm. ’ ’ 


Thome looked cunomly at his mqumior. He I.ud his h.n and stick 
again on the table at his side. The relation in whicli the two men stood 
to each other was completely reversed, and by noclimg more dian the 
nabit ot authority in a voice. 

I was in the wrong, sir.” he agreed, and he speculated whether he 
had not been as wrong in his judgment as m his manners. After all, 
this might be the man he wanted. 

I hoped that you lud been hunting big game during these 

liopca that you had landed at 
^hatwikym and come up to Mogok to look for big game about 


Thereupon he told hLs need. Behind the Dak-bungalow stretched 
a wntincnt of jungle, dotted sparsely with villages. One of these 
viUage^ no more distant than a four hours* march from Mogok. 
was suffering from the depredations of a tiger, was actually in a state of 
siege. A buffalo and other catdc had been eaten, a woman on the 
outskirts of tile vill.igc h.id been carried off in broad daylight, a man 
had been dragged out of his hut and killed during the niglic. 

The village is in a panic,’* Thome continued. ” It has sent in a 
deputation to ask us what about it But we are in a difficulty. The 
Forest Officen are a long way off upon their duties. I am tied to mine 
here, though there’s a famous hunter in the service of the 

n^es, he s lying down there ’’—Thorne pointed to a white house on 
their left at the foot of the liiU-” with a broken leg. So. you see. 
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I w.n hoping th.it you would prove a gotUend to \v, and go out atul 
deal with the brute.” 

Strickland stared at his visitor and gasj-'cd. 

“ Do you mean to tell me that you have been putting all these 
qucihons to me about my lite and its object, to discover whether you 
think me worthy to go out and shoot a tiger for you? he cned 
indignantly. '* I wonder you didn’t want to know whether I had 

been at Eton." 

" No, no, sir. that wasn’t necessary.” Thorne returned gravely. He 
was now neither impertinent nor abadicd. Indeed, he felt himself to 
be once more upon cqu.al terms with the guest of the bimgalow. 

“ You would never have been surprised at my questions, sir. if you 
had once sat out alone all through a long night on d\c branch of a 
tree in the heart of the jungle, waiting for a man-c.iting tiger. You 
would have known that a night alone in a haunted house could not 
put vour nerves to a greater strain. 

Captain Thorne was very much in earnest. A metaphor so pictur¬ 
esque coming from his unimaginative lips startled Strickland a little, 
aw.akcncd his curiosity and somctliing more than his curiosity tlic 
combative instinct in him. 

” I ccrtacily have had no such experience,” he said. ” But I 
could borrow a rifle, I suppose? " 

Thorne looked John Strickland doubtfully over from head to foot. 
Strickland was slim, no more dian of die middle height, a litdc under 
it perhaps—nimble in his movements, built for endurance, no doubt. 
But the face was perhaps a little too fine, the eyes, in repose, a litdc 
too brooding for the ordeal. There was .au aloofness, a look of the 
mystical about him—that look which is the mark of lonely men—and 
one of Thome’s practical and gregarious stamp could not but distrust 
it. On die other hand there w.is Strickland’s record . . . yes, th.at 
was not to be forgotten. 

Thorne rose abruptly. He nodded in the direction of the white 
house at the foot of the hill. 

" Let us go down and talk toWingrove,” he said. " He is not in 

pain now and can see us.” ^ • 

■'rhe two men walked down to the famous hunter s bungalow. 
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THE BIRD. THE CAT AND- 

WiNCBOVE, a blond giant of a man, received them in an upstairs 
room, wlicre he lay in bed with a cradle lifting the bedclothes from 
his broken leg. He was propped against a heap of pillows, his face 
and head showing up against the white linen like a gigantic orange, 
and he was reading with the concentration of a student die latest issue 
of 77ie Sporting Times obtainable in Mogok. He dropped his news¬ 
paper as his visitors were shown into the room and ordered chain to 
be set for them by die bed. 

“So you are going to help us, Colonel Strickland?” he said. 
“ We shall be very grateful, I can assure you.” 

” But 1 don’t know that he’s going to help us,” Thorne rejoined 
“ We have come to you to advise us.” 

Wingrovc looked from one to the other of his visitors. 

“ What’s the dilficulty ? If it’s a ride, I have a .470 Rigby, which 
is at Colonel Strickland’s disposal.” 

“ Thank you,” said Strickland with a smile. He was quite willing 
to let Thorne argue. He had not a doubt that Wingrovc and he 
could, and would, arrange die expedidon between them before he 
left die house. 

“ But the rifle isn’t the difficulty at all,” cried Thome, and he 
explained diat Strickland had had no experience at all. ” I am 
putting the worst of it, of counc, Wingrovc, because I want him to 
go, if it’s fair to let him go? ” 

Strickland had slept out, no doubt, in the strangest places; he had 
been alone, no doubt, under the most exacting conditions. But diis 
one thing he had not done. He had not sac up in a tree, absolutely by 
himself, through a whole night, waiting for a Ugcr in the depths of a 
jungle, 

“ It’s a nerve-racking business when you’re one of a party. But 
alone! The first time! What have you got to say to that? ” 

Wingrovos face really made words unnecessary. It grew very 
grave and doubtful. Strickland was provoked by it to a flippancy 
which he regretted before he had completed its utterance. For these 
two men, both of them armed with knowledge, were weighing him 
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in the balance. He felt Middcnly as though he were a small boy 
before a board of examiners. But, above all, he felt au intense 
curiosity. Me must know, by experience, what sort ot a test this 
ordeal about which they were all so grave might be. Ihomc had 
spoken of a night in a haunted house. Witliin a minute Stiickland 
had yet another image and par.allcl to put beside that. 

“ I can’t sec what risk there can be, unless I fall asleep and tumble 

off my branch,” he s.iid lightly. 

Wiimrovc shook his head and let it fall back against the pillows. 

” You won’t do chat. Colonel Strickland.” be answered softly. 

” No, tlicrc’s not the sliglucst fear of it.” 

Me remained for a few moments silent, with Ids eyes closed. 
Then he opened them again and smiled. 

" I was trying to recapture the sensations which I experienced the 
first night I set out for a tiger. But it’s not so easy after all these years 
and ail the other expeditions. And I wasn’t alone either. Re¬ 
member that. Colonel Strickland ! I had .1 friend in the next tree. I 
could have spoken to him and he would have answered. That 
makes a w’orld of difiercncc. But even so He hoisted himself 

up suddenly upon his elbow, whilst a spasm of p-iin distorted his face. 
But he had remembered. 

” I tlioughc of a novice keeping her vigil in her convent chapel 
througli the night before she took her vows. Curious, eh? The 
crack of a board would sound like a thunderclap. Some tiny animal, 
a mouse or a rat, scampering across the stones of the aisle bcliuid her 
would seem the Buttering feet of the dead risen from their tombs. 
The whin of a bat wouid be to her, kneeling upon the flags, the 
liovering of demons above her head. And the night would be 
eternal, eh? Yes, eternal." 

His voice sank to a whisper, whilst his eyes rested steadily, search- 
ingly. upon Strickland’s. Strickland returned his gaze as steadily. 
These tw'o men were not tr)'ing to frighten or deter him. Indeed, 
they both wished him to go, if it was safe to let him go. But each 
m his own way was at pains to make him undcrsi.aud the gravity of 
die ordeal dirough which he must pass. Strickland no longer dis¬ 
paraged it. But, after all, he had been challenged, and in the 
cjualities a man most treasures. 

*'I should, nevertheless, like to go," he said evenly; and the 
modesty of his answer won the day. 

Wingrovc dropped back again upon his pillows. 
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“ Good ! ” he cried in a brisk voice. “ The two sJiikiiris who go 
with me arc out now tracking tlic brute. It lie kills to-day or ti>- 
night, he will leave bis kill and] to-morrow night—that’s my lord the 
dgcr’sway. He’s like the rest of us; he likes his game hung for a bit. 
If the trackers locate a kill, they will return here in the morning and 
lake you to the spot. They’ll build a little platform for you—a 
nuuhait we call it—in a tree, and then they’ll leave you with your rifle, 
or, rather, my rifle.” 

He r.aiscd an arm above his head and rang a bell. 

" rU have the foresight touched up tor you with luminous 
paint. You’ll have a strong moon, but even so, you’ll need the 
p.-unt.” 

He sent for die rifle, and painted the foresight as he lay in bed, and 
handed the weapon back to his servant with an order. 

" He will take it up now with a bag of c.irtridgcs to the Guest- 
House and give it to one of your boys,” Wingrove explained to 
Strickland. 

*' Thank you.” 

Strickland and Thome lose aj one man to take their leave, but the 
crippled hunter would only let Thome go. 

” There’s a detail or tsvo you ought to fix in your mind,” he said to 
Strickland; and when the two men were alone, he ordered a peg of 
whisky and soda for each of them, and drew up from the well of his 
experience a bucket or two of jungle-lore. 

” Tlic tiger,” he said, ” is a very important person in the kingdom 
of animals and docs not go to his dinner either unannounced or un¬ 
protected. You will know long beforehand of his approach, and he, 
unless you arc very still, with a cool grip upon your nerves, will know 
whilst he is still out of danger, that you arc waiting for him. In 
which ease either {a) you will not see him at all, or (6) he may see 
about hunting you.” 

” How sh.'ill I know of his approach? ” Strickland asked. 

“ Rnt of all a bird will come, a big kind of night-hawk. You will 
see it flitting in and out of the trees in tlic moonlight, and you will find 
its flight curiously eerie.” 

“ The bat in the convent chapel,” said Strickland. 

” Yes, but perhaps a little more startling. For if you arc very quiet, 
the bird will settle on a branch and call on a lursh piercing note. 
Then for a while nocliing more will happen. The jungle-cat will 
come next. But you will probably not sec the cat at all—not even 
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ill a stronn iiioonliglii. He vn\\ he so silcnc and swift, so—one avirh 
the shadows. But you will hear liiin—and that’s where ’’-Win- 
grove’s ficc broadened into a grin and he repeated softly—“ Yes, 
that’s where it’ll be up to you, my friend. You’ll hear him suddenly 
sij.irling and tearing the kill at the foot of your tree, and you’ll find 
the impulse to loose off your rifle at tliat jungle-cat overwhelming. 
Yes, even though I have warned you! You’ll feel that you muse! 
No other sin in your whole life will ever tempt you more. I tell 
vou tluit even now 1 h.ivc to watch myself with all my attention, lest 
i should let go with .1 ru-sh and do that wicked thing. But if you 
manage to sit very quiet, after a time the snarling and the tearing will 
cease altogether. There will follow a silence which will last a minute 
or so whilst the cat listens. Then it will utter a yelp like a dog in 
fear; and that will be all you’ll have to do with the jungle-cat. 
Another interval of time will pass—Oh, two or three hundred years I 
—and in due course, my lord himself will come.” 

Wingrovc lay back, with the memories of a century of such nights 
glowing in his eyes and transfiguring liis face. He beat witli his 
clenched fists upon the sheets in a gust of passion. 

” Oh, how I wish I were going with you! ” he cried. 

” So do I,” Strickland agreed whole-heartedly. 

He walked back to the bungalow on the hill in a curiously expectant 
mood. He was hardened to solit.ary bivouacs in desolate spaces, but 
both Thonic and Wingrovc were aware of that, and made light of it 
as a preparation for his vigil of to-morrow. He could not but be 
impressed by tlicir disregard of it. It was not that they overlooked, 
but they deliberately set it aside as of small account. He must be 
r^ady for some contingency which w.as quite new to him, something 
diflTerent in kind from anydiing he had known, somctliing altogether 
on the outer edge ofcxjKricnce. 

He had the bungalow still to himself that evening, and whilst he 
smoked his cigar upon the veranda afler his lonely dinner, that 
expectancy deepened and strengthened until it became a foreboding. 
The moon would not rise on that night until many hours had passed. 
Beneath him the lights of Mogok twined and strayed over the floor of 
that cup in the hilb. Above his head a myriad of stars marched 
across a clear, dark sky. High up, under the very rim of the moun¬ 
tains, a bush fire lit up a wild tra^ of country. Some way off, upon 
his left hand, long parallel rows of ascending lamps marked die many 
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«eps to the great Pagoda. Behind him the illimitabic jnngL- 
v. hispcrcd it? secrets. 

A night in a h.iuntcd house ! The vigil of.n novice in a convent 
ch.ipel. filled \vith the little mcnacuig voices which plot and pl.in in 
die darkness! BoUi those image? were viviJly etched in his mind. 
From them, and from the witchery of die tropical night, and troin 
his own imagination—for no inati contcJit with months of loneliness 
is without diac gift—from the combination of these circumstances, 
there W.1S bom suddenly in Strickland's mind a conviction that some- 
thing tremendous in its consequences would liappcn to-morrow in 
that jungle whispering behind him. In nine times out of ten—no. 
ninety-nine times out of a hundred, the premonition is shown after¬ 
wards to be a lucre in.arsh-light and delusion. 

But the hundreddi time it is the truth. 
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CHAPTER m 


AND THE TIGER 

WiriN Strickl.ind came ovit the next moniing to his breakfast upon the 
veranda lie saw nvo strange natives seated on the ground; and, before 
he had finished his meal, Captain Thome ascended the winding path 
between the flower-beds and joined him. 

“ These are Wingrove’s two shih.iris," Thome explained. “ A big 
sambhar was killed yesterdav a few miles from the village in the 
jungle. There isn’t much doubt that you’ll get vour opportunity’ 
to-night. The shikiiris will guide you to the spot, build your 
iMfhati, and come back for you in the morning. The place is four 
hours’ marching from here. So you will do well to start after an 
early luncheon.” 

Strickl.uid set off in the heat of the day, with Wingrove’s trackers 
and rwo others who c.irricd a native bedstead between them to make a 
platform in the branches of a tree. They marched by forest paths 
and during the last hour through brushwood in many places as dense 
as a hedge. And towards sunset they came to a small ragged glade 
in the very heart of the jungle. At the foot of a great tree on the 
edge of the open space a dead stag lay, his mouth open and black, 
and the flics crawling in .and out of it. 

The trackers built the charpoy into the branches twelve feet above 
the ground and then shouldered Strickland up into the great tree. 
But .all with the greatest silence and precaution; and if a word had to 
be said, it w.xs said in a whisper.. 

“ For the tiger will be near his kill,” murmured one of the men. 
” Sir, we will return for you at daylight, and may you have good 
fortune.” 

They stole away with an amazing noisclcssncss. Not a twig 
snapped. The faint swish and rustic of bushes might have been the 
stir made by a passing wind. Then that ceased and only the swoop 
and chatter of birds above the trees were audible. Then those 
voices too died away. Strickland had brought with him a case of 
sandwiches and a flask. He laid Wingrove’s rifle, already loaded, on 
tlic charpoy at his side, and whilst he ate his meal took a careful 
survey of tht tiny arena. He had a clear view of the santbhar 
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bcucath Uiin, and between the leaves he commanded ever/ comer of 
the glade. It was a rough oval svith a floor of coarse grass, and a solid 
green wall ringing it about—except just at one spot. At the end 
upon his right-hand side there was a small break in the undergrowth 
where bushes had been crushed to the ground. It was black like the 
opening of a cavern. 

“That’s the path he made," Strickland said to himself. “That’s 
the path I must watch." 

But the light w.\s already failing. Even whilst he watched, the 
black cavern mouth was no blacker than the undergrowth about it. 
The glade became a place of gloom and shadows. Its walls receded. 

Strickland altered the position of his rifle, so that its mu2zlc pointed 
directly to the fast disappearing gap ; and as he did so, he noticed a 
silvery stump of tree just by the side of it. Hardly noticc.ablc before, 
it glimmered more and more importantly as the darkness fell. 

" I shall know where to look now," he assured himself with a con¬ 
siderable rebef. For, the swiftly changing twilight transfigured 
everything. The little round of grass was \vidcning into a prairie ; 
metres were extending into miles. And suddenly it was quite dark. 

Jungle and open space alike vanished. He might have been lifted 
above an infinite plain,ibr all the knowledge with W'hich his eyes could 
furnish him. As yet there were no stars, and as yet his eyes were not 
accustomed to the darkness. But in a little while he became like a 
man once blind who recovers some shadow of his vision. He felt 
along the barrel of his rifle, and ever so far away he saw a speck of 
white, the mark of the path by which the royal brute with the velvet 
paws must come. He had now nothing to do but to wait. 

Nothing but that I Whilst he waited, he recalled those other 
nights which had been quoted to him roughly as parallels, the watcher 
in a haunted house, the novice in her convent chapel. Curious 
phrases Wingrovc had used—the eternity of the night, its ccrincss. 
Eerie it was, and Strickland caught at the rc.ason of its ccrincss. The 
Joss of vision had sharpened his hearing, so that in that tremendous 
hush, the tiniest noise resounded like a trumpet, and sounds could be 
heard where there were no sounds at all. 

Certain changes took place in tlic aspect of the night, even to his 
unaccustomed eyes. The stars came out over his head, were caught 
in the high branches of the tree, trembled and shook in their captivity, 
freed themselves and wheeled on. In a very short while now the 
moon would be rising, he reflected cheerfully; and he look from his 
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pocket hLs w.itch with the luminous hAnds. It h.id stopped, of course, 
for the hands only pointed to nine. But when he r.iised it to rewind 
it, he heard it ticking. He remembered that he had set it before he 
left the bung.ilow, and had wound it before he climbed into the tree. 
It was only nine o'clock then? It w.ts incredible ! There were three 
hours still to rim before moon-rise. 

It was some time after this that a small bird settled upon a spray; 
and the sound it made was a clatter which split the night and set his 
heart pounding at his side; and later, after luindrcds and hmulrcds of 
years, some leaves broke from a bough .md in a shower rustled and 
pattered down to the ground. Back there in tlic bungalow he had 
thought of the feet of tlic dc.ad. Here it seemed to him rh.'t some old 
watchman from another century had come to life and sprung his 
rattle in the deep of the forest. 

*' This won't do,” said Strickl.md. *' No, it won’t ’*; and he 
spoke in a curious agitated whisper, of which he caught the note—a 
note of flightincss which alarmed him—almost a note of panic. 

To re-establish himself, he strained his eyes towards the white 
stump. So long as lie could see that he w.is s.itisficd. But even the 
stump failed him. It was visible, certainly, in the place where it was 
rooted, but as he watched it, suddenly, without giving him a hint of 
warning, it dashed across the ground like a white animal. Stricldand 
closed liis eyes, pressing die lids together tighdy, .and then opened 
them in a hurry lest somcdiiiig should happen to him whilst dicy were 
dosed. Both Thorne .and Wingrovc had calculated aright. The 
tension and loneliness of that vigil had indeed brought him to the 
very edge of reason. 

But soon he became aware of a change. The vault of the sky bad 
lost its ebony, the stars had grosNTi wan. Somewhere, beyond the 
prison house of the jungle, die moon had risen. A light, vaporous, 
unearthly, tender and beautiful .as the sheen of pearls, was welling out 
in a silent tide frojn under the rim of the sky. It invaded die pool of 
darkness in wlaich Strickl.md w.as plunged. The trees and the glade 
resumed dieir contours, ;uid suddenly the leaves upon the topmost 
sprays sparkled like jewels. Over them she came sailing in her golden' 
panoply, the Huntress, and no lover ever welcomed her more fer¬ 
vently than the watcher in die tree. For in her train came sanity. 

Strickl.and worked his shoulders to loosen his sinews. 

” At any moment now,” he s.ud to Kiinself. He sat forward with 
his eyes upon the white mark. But oddly enough, although the 
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s-.onn of his nerves hit! rjoicted, lus forebodings of \c^(ir-evcmiig 
crowded back upon him so \ividiy that, \villy-m]!y, he must take 
them for prophecies. The hush ot the night, the lonely glade, the 
very quiet ot the trees, all seemed ominous and fateful. Strickland 
waited in a transcendent cxpcct.ition. Something tremendous would 
be bom out of that night. 

Then all torcbodings vanished trom his mind. In .i moment, brain, 
eyes, and muscle were subdued to one purpose, the purpose for which 
he had come. For in the enclosure ot the trees a bird w.ia Hying. 
Sirickland hc.ird first ot all the flutter of its wmgs .is it circled about 
the enclosure. Then he cauglit a glimpse of it. It was a big bird, 
a luwk, and as it flitted in die misty light, now and then the underside 
of its v/mg$ flashed like silver. It settled upon a bough and called with 
a surtling loudness in a peculiarly hai-sh and piercing note. A warn¬ 
ing or .an invitation? The c.ill ceased. Sirickland clenched his liand 
round the neck of the stock i>f his ritle. 

“ I—must—not—shoot.” 

He repeated Wingrove’s admoniiion, emphasising each word 
slowly like a child learning a lesson. It was well Uiat he did. For at 
the foot of his tree there arose such a clamour i>f snarling and rending, 
that his heart jumped within his breast and his rifle was up to his 
shoulder. Though he knew diat if he did shoot, his night was 
wasted, die temptation to shoot was .dmost a ncccssit)’. But he 
mastered himself. His rifle was lowered on to his knees. But he 
felt that he had lost years out of the years which remained to him. 

A little rail had been built in front of his platform, on which he 
could rest the barrel of his rifle. His forcsiglit was covered with 
luminous paint. He would allow the tiger to come well out into the 
open. He judged die disunce which lie would give him. There 
was a darker patch of grass, about h.alf-way between die white stump 
and his tzcc. 

” There ! ” he said to himself, ” wlien lie readies that dark patch. 
Then ! ” 

And in the far distance he heard a movement in the undergrowth, 
a snapping of twigs, a sound of bushes wliipping back. 

The jungle-cat heard the sounds, too. For it ceased from its meal 
and its snarhng was silenced. Then it uttered one sharp squeal and 
flashed across the glide. Its master was near. By the mouth of that 
cavern something moved. There was suddenly a great rending of 
the jungle, and out into die moonlight leapt a man.' 
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He was dressed m the shoci, tiie stockings rolled below the bare 
knees, and the shorts usually worn by the English in these parts. His 
shirt torn at the shoulders revealed a powerful throat; his sleeves were 
turned back above the elbow and he carried ia his hand a great 
bludgcoti which he hatrdlcd as though it was a dandy’s cane. Strick¬ 
land’s first impression of him, after his shock of surprise, was of 
enormous power, die power of an animal. For lie moved ever so 
lighdy on his feet. He was tall, above the ordinary’, with broad 
shoulders and a deep chest, but he was lean beyond description, lean 
of flank and leg and belly—as though for many years he had starved— 
lean enough to arouse pay. 

StrickJ.iiul, indeed, out of pir>’, would have called to him from his 
liiding-pl.icc. But the man turned his face, and Strickland remained 
silent. For the face he saw was not merely haggard and lined, but to 
Strickland’s strained fancies horribly evd, evil to die point of 
majesty. Strickland had never given much credit to those who 
discerned auras of red and blue about the heads of people. Yet evil 
seemed to flow from this man, so savage, so furtive he looked, such 
a mixture of cunning and cruclcy was stamped upon liis features. 
Yet he had lud real beauty once. The broad forchc.ad, the straight 
nose with the thin nostrils, die oval of the chin showed it still. He 
stood out in the open, his eyeballs glistening in the moonlight, the 
sweat shining on his face; and he moved his head slowly from side to 
side like a great cobra before he strikes. There was something bestial, 
somethmg subtle. Strickland actually shuddered in his retreat. 
Thus, he thought, must Lucifer have looked on the morrow of his 
fall. 

The man gazed up to the skies, seeking his direcdon. Then he was 
gone. Strickland would have believed that he had been the victim 
of an hallucination h.id he not heard the man breaking his way 
through thcjiuiglc in the direction of the ro.ad. . , . 

No odicr tiger passed that way that night. 
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CHAPTER rV 


MYSTERY 

Strictoand related his experience to Captain Thome as he sat at his 
breakfast after his return to the bungalow. He was well aware that 
Thome listened with a stoical incredulity, but he went on with it to 
the end. 

“ Yes, yes,” said Thome soothingly. He might luve been 
speaking to a patient whom the doctor had bidden him to liumour. 
Strickland was not annoyed. 

” You think that I grew fanciful and saw visions,” he said witli a 
smile. ” Sitting here in the sunlight, I could almost believe it myself. 
But then I should believe that I had slept in this bungalow all night, 
that I never went out into the jungle at all.” 

” You certainly did that,” Thome assured him, with a look of 
curiosity upon his face. For the tone of doubt in which Strickland 
had spoken did suggest due he was not altogether sure. 

“ Well, then I saw the man, too.” said Strickland doggedly, and he 
strove once more to paint in words the vivid picture in his memors'. 
" He was ferocious with die fcrocit)' of men who have been hungry 
for years.” 

Thome repeated his ” Yes, yes,” and rose quietly to liis feet. He 
was still apparendy in a sick-room, and must needs tread softly lest 
the invalid should be exasperated. Strickland, however, only 
laughed, but he said with every intention of carrying out the threat: 

" If you say * yes, yes,' to me again, Thome, I’ll throw a plate at 
your head.” 

Thome edged a little nearer to the veranda steps. 

” I should deserve that for quite another reason,” he replied; “ I 
have heard ^hu morning that one of the Forest Officers will be here 
in a couple of days, so diat, after all, I need not have troubled you as I 
have done.” 

Certainly Captain Thome was not remarkable for tact. For 
having clearly shown that lie disbelieved Strickland s story, he now 
emphasised the point diat the Colonel liad not succeeded in doing the 
job which he had undertaken. Strickland, however, was at this 
moment impervious to such pricks. He was utterly engrossed in an 
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rndcavour to convince iliis singularly thick-headed policeman that 
!ic was speaking the truth. 

“ The man gave me the impression th.it he liad been twisted an»l 
disfigured out ot his setting.” he pcr^isted. ” Like some fine 
portrait which has been blackened and mutilated by fire. Yes, that 
was it! That w.is wh.at struck me so vividly. Years of sordid horror, 
.after yc.irs of established comfort. He h.ad fallen out of Heaven, like 
the Archangel, into tortures incredible and had escaped seeching with 
wrath.” 

Tliornc w.ts on the point of saying “ Yes, yes,” as he turned back, 
but he s.nv Strickland’s hand reaching out towards a plate .md he 
Imrriedlv rcvi')cd his fornudi. 

” Quite so,” he said. “ Now I’ll tell you, sir, what we might do. 
You want to buy a ruby, don’t you? ” 

Colonel Strickl.and m.ide a sudden movement, he drew in liis 


brcatii with a little gasp as though something of extreme importance 
had for the moment slipped from his memory. 

” Indeed, I do,” he said fervently. 

” Very well. I’ll walk with you to the offices of the mines .and on 
the way we’ll stop and ask a question of M.mng H’l.i.” 

” Wlio in the world's M.uing M’la? ” asked Strickland. 

“ The greatest scoimdrs'l unhanged,” Thorne replied c.almly. 
” But he’s also a native of that village which the tiger has been 
besieging, and keeps in touch with his people. So if any remarkable 
str.uigcr h.as been scon in that m*ighbourhood, he will be likely to 
know. 

” Let us go,” said Strickland, and he shouted to his servant for his 
stick and his topee. 

Thorne stopped before a house lacing an open space of 
ab.mdmied excavations. In the garden a stout, perspiring man w.is 
spraying his rose bushes. At the sight of him Thome whistled in 
surprise. For this stout, perspiring man was the most indefatigable 
.and iinongst the most important of the servants of the company. 
And here he w.as at eleven o’clock of the morning tending his flowers. 

” Where’s your gardener, Mr. Dodge? ” Thome called out. 

Maung Hla? said Mr. Dodge. He wiped his streaming 
forehead, replaced his topee and leaned over the g.atc. ” Damn the 
fellow, he has bolted.” 

Capt.ain Thome’s shoulders sdflcpcd. He introduced Strickland, 
gave Mr. Dodge .a brief epitome of his history and explained the 




object of bis viiit to Mogok; but this little speech wos, in spite ot un 
exactitude, absent in manner. Captain Thorne’s speculations were 
clming the man who had bolted. 

“ When did he go? ” he asked. 

Mr. Dodge lie a cigar. 

" Two days ago, in the afternoon. 

“Why?”' 

“ Sheer terror.” 

” Who friglitened him? ” 

” I haven’t one idea,” Mr. Dodge grumbled. ” I wish 1 had, for 
Maung H’la was a first-class gardener. I wasn’t on the spot at the 
time. But the servants told me .about it.” 

“ Yes ? " Thome asked. “ What did they teU you ? ” 

” Why, it sounded like a fairy story, or rather it would anywhere 
else,” said Mr. Dodge with a smile at Strickland. ” But in the East 
the fairy stories arc the only things which arc really true. About four 
o’clotk two days ago Maung H’la was working here, or more 
probably leaning over this g.itc smoking one of my cheroots, when a 
big, lean fellow came swinging down ihe road from the bazaar. At 
the sight of him Maung H’la scuttcred roiuid to the back of the house 
like a rabbit. They had got to hide him somewhere quick, for some¬ 
one worse than all die devils rolled into one was after him. Maung 
H’la was shaking and jabbering like a m.an with the ague. They hid 
him away, all right, but djey had hardly finished Ix'forc the door 
at the back was quietly pushed open and there was die str.mgcr 
asking for Maung H’la.” 

“ bid your people describe him lo you? ” Thome interrupted. 

“ Did they not! ” replied Mr. Dodge. ” I got the impression of a 
Greek god gone wrong,” and Captain Thome glanced swiftly 
towards Strickland. 

“ Of course he got no information from the scrv.ints,” Mr. Dodge 
continued. ” No one had ever heard of Maung H’la. It didn’t 
seem possible that a Maung H’la could exist and they not hear ot him. 
On the whole the gentleman might take it for granted that there was 
no Maung H’la—and the gendeman departed with a most unpleasant 
grin upon his face. They gave him ten minutes and then unlocked 
(he outhouse in which they had stored away Maung H'la. But 
Maung H’la had climbed out of the window, curse die fellow, and no 
one has ever seen him suicc.” 

Mr. Dodge turned to Strickland. 



“ You arc going along to the ofl'icc now, arc you? ** 

14 xr M 

Yes. 

" Very well. I’ll follow you in ten minutes and we’ll see what we 
can do for you.” 

Mr. Dodge retired into his house. Captain Thome stared at 
Strickl.md in .1 perplexiry. 

“ It’s quite true wliat Dodge said,” he reflected aloud. ” The fairy 
stories are rc.tl here. Things fintastic to you and me arc just the 
order of the d.ay. Yes, yes.” 

He was silent, with his forehead creased and his mouth pursed up 
Then he att.ickcd his problem from a new angle. 

” A Greek god gone wrong,” he repeated. " Practically youi 
description, Colonel Strickland.” 

” Better than mine,” Strickland answered. ” Fewer words.” 

” No doubt,” Thome agreed, following out his own thoughts 
” It’s evident, tlicn, that you did see the man you talked about in the 
forest. Do you know that 1 hardly believed you? ” 

” You quite did not believe me,” returned Strickland. 

” It’s evident, too, that he made for that village in lire jungle after 
Maung H'la.” 

Captain Thortje remained sunk in gloom. 

” I don’t like it,” he said, and with an abrupt movement he started 
off along a winding road between the -excavations. ” This is our 
road.” 

Strickl.tnd fell ui beside liim and for a little part of the way they 
walked in silence, Thorne every now and then glancing at his com¬ 
panion .and opening his mouth to make a statement and then catching 
the words back again before they were uttered. His responsibilities 
were prcssitig upon him, transforming him into a pedant of formalities 
.md precautions. They h.ad covered half the distance to the medley of 
buildings which formed the offices of the company before he could 
bring himself to tlic point of speech. And even then lus speech was 
■nothing but a disappointment to Strickland, so hedged it was with 
reservations and secrecies. 

** Maung H’la as a boy was employed in die mines sifting the gravel 
tlirough a sieve. He learnt some English, travelled to Rangoon, and 
became a bearer—ran about with tourists, you know. This went on 
for some years. But in the end he W'as taken on as a permanent 
servant by one—well—family, shall we s.ay? He travelled with them 
to many parts of the world. Finally, he went with them to England " 
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At this point Captain Thome \vas in so much dirticulty to make his 
narrative colourless that he had to stop. Strickland, however, was 
still in the grip of the premonition which yesterday had beset him. 
In the open space here betsveen the town and the company’s offices, 
svith the w’hite road under his feet and the high, steep, jungle- 
covered slopes all about him, a glowing green under the cloudless blue 
of the sky, the premonition was weaker. It stood further aloof. 
But it wailed only for the shadows. At the fall of night it would be 
back with him, a living conviction that he had seen the beginning ot 
some tremendous battle in which his every energy would be engaged. 
He looked for clues in vaiu so far. 

“ You said Maung H’la was the greatest scoundrel unhanged,” he 
reminded Thome. 

” Did I? I had no right to say it. For what I know, I know in the 
strictest confidence. Publicly, there is nothing against Maung H’la. 
If he was elected to a position of responsibility, no one would have 
the right to protest. But—no doubt somediing happened in 
EngLmd—yes, yes—somethin*? occurred. And it was diought 
better that Maung H’la should return to his own country.” Thome 
turned in a sudden alarm lest he should have said more than his duty 
allowed. ” There was no deportation, you understand. No, no, 
not an idea of it. Just a notion of certain authorities that he would be 
more valuable to Ac community in his own country than in England. 
And he returned quite willingly.” 

” Glad to get out of England scot-free.” Thus Colonel Strickland 
bluntly interpreted all this prolixits’. 

” I couldn't say that for a moment,” Thome rejoined earnestly. 

“ When did he return? ” Colonel Strickland asked. 

Captain Thome reflected. 

“ Yes. I can answer that. Nearly two yean ago.” 

Strickland had anoAcr question to ask and was at pains to approach 
it warily. 

” Two years is a long time. Certainly it wouldn’t be right to hold 
a suspicion against a man for two yean. But, 1 suppose, a little 
trouble is taken to make sure that he doesn’t get taken on by tourists as 
a servant again.” 

Thome swung round with a look of surprise upon his face. For 
the first rime he seemed to recognise signs of intelligence in his 
companion. 

“ Well, I never expected you to ask me riut question,” he declared, 
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and in }u^ surprise he nuswered ic without a single circunilocudon. 
“ Maung H’la is not anv longer on the books of any of the agencies.” 

The two men were close now to the officers of the rubv mines. 
Behind them, Mr. Dodge was hurrying along to catch them up. 
Captain Thome looked backw'ards and forwards with relief. There 
was no longer any time for questions to tempt him into improper 
rcvcl.itions; and in this little reaction he himself was spurred to put a 
question. He found himself putting it w'ith an energy which 
surprised him. 

” That man in the forest—your tiger-man—are you sure that you 
had never seen him before ? I would like you to think very carefully. 
Arc von quire sure? ” 

Srrickl.uid sc,archcd .imongst his memories, reviewed groups of 
people, at country houses, in dining-rooms, at race meetings and 
theatres, at clubs and restaurants. 

” I am quite sure that I never saw him before,” he said; and he had 
not a doubt but that he spoke the truth. 

Thome nodded his head. He had expected no otiicr answer. 

“ Of course it was absurd,” he said, and he referred to a curious 
and rather alarming idea wliich had suddenly sprung up in his 
mind. 
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aUPTCR V 


LADY ARIADNE’S RUBY 

Tin.RE is nothing more universal, as tljcre arc few things more 
intelligible, than a love of precious stones. So much of beaut)’ and 
so much of treasure lie packed in so small and shining a reccpt.^clo. 
Thus even the correct and punctilious Thorne lingered from hi> 
duties whilst sapphires and rubies and spincU were spread out before 
Strickland on a table in the great veranda. 

Strickland, however, was in a most fastidious mood. He did not 
want a stone as long as a torpedo, nor, on the other band, as round as a 
plate. Crosses of Destiny be pushed aside. He wanted a stone clear 
as glass and deep—well, as deep as a ccrt-iin p.ur of eyes whiclt for 
some two years now he had been sedulously recollecting. A sapphire 
would do very well, but it must be unquestionably blue as a tropical 
sea under a summer sky. Or a ruby. He was not, he said, particular. 
But the ruby, if ruby it was lo be, must bum with the deep glow of a 
sunset and the sparkle of a dawn. 

“ Even a lady spending a pleasant morning in Bond Street witliout 
meaning to buy anything at all, couldn’t be more particular than you, 
sir,” said Thorne witli .a small ray ot humour. Remembering his 
duties, he edged towards the gate in the waist-high railing which 
enclosed the veranda. Mr. Dodge ran his fuigcrs through his thin 
locks and said dubiously r 

'* Of course there’s a ruby ... A dealer from Bombay is con¬ 
sidering it, because be hopes that he can sell it to the Rajali ofChitapur. 
But no sale has been concluded. We arc free to sell . . . Only it’s 
costly.” 

” I should like to see it,” Strickland replied. ” You see, I naturally 

want ratlrer a good stone because-” He hesitated. Of the 

authority which a day ago had so astonished Captain Thome there 
was ndr now a trace. Colonel Strickland was as shy as a schoolgirl, 
and he knew—and the knowledge made him shyer still—that the 
blood was burning in his checks and on Iiis forehead. But it would 
be good policy to name the prospective owner of the jewel He 
would surely carry witli him a Encr stone if be used the magic of her 
name than if he relied upon that of an obscure retired Lieutenant* 
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of tlic Cu.irds. So out the name came—“ Because it’s 
meant for Ladv Ariadne Ferne.” 

He dropped tlic name delicately in front of that group of oflTicials 
as thougli it were tlic most precious of their jewels; and at once every 
one of tlicin stood to attention. Strickland had certainly been right. 
Smiles ran from face to face. There was a stir of admiration. Even 
Thorne again deferred those ovc^^vhclming duties of his and drifted 
back to the group about the table. 

“Is L.idy Ariadne Feme a friend of yours?” he asked with a 
peculiar intenuiess which Strickland was quick to notice and no less 
quick to resent. 

“ She is.” he replied; “ .and what of it? ” 

“ Nothing, e.NCcpt that I env)' you.” 

Strickland was reminded suddenly of an old major whose constant 
.advice to the junior oflicers in dieir relationship to their men was to 
keep something up their sleeves. Captain Thorne must have drunk 
deep of that old major's wisdom. For he kept things up liis slcevts 
all day. I It re, for instance, he was once ntorc concealing some know¬ 
ledge which lie possessed. For a moment the sunshine died off that 
open veranda. Strickland felt the chill of an icy wind. Was it in that 
quarter tlut the expected b.attlc was to be fought? Then, indeed, 
every otmcc of lii.s energy would be engaged. Yet between those three 
persons, the m.an of the jungle, Maung H’la, and Lady Ariadne Feme, 
set so f.ir apart in space and circumstance, what link could there be? 

Strickland stared blindly out across the plain, the purpose of his 
visit quite forgotten. For the liint that there was a link in.irched 
exactly with the forebodings which had crept into his mind during his 
first evening at the bungalow. 

A voice at his elbow brought him with a start out of the mist of liis 
conjectures. Mr. Dodge had taken his keys and unlocked a s.irc in an 
inner room. He now stood agaui beside the table with a small pouch 
of black velvet in liis hand. 

“ You will see. Colonel Strickland, that the stone is of the true 
pigeon-blood red and without a flaw.” 

The otiicr stones were cleared away. Mr. Dodge had the roamicr 
of some old buder who serves a claret of a rare and ancient vintage 
decauted without a speck of mast. He drew the precious ruby, 
wrapped in a fold of tissue paper, from the pouch and laid it all alone 
on die bbek velvet pad, where it lay glowing like i thing alive— 
almost, one might say, throbbing. 
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From whatever angle Strickland looked at it, deep m tlie heart of it 
burned a spark of fire. It had the size of a large filbert mu and its 
sliapc, too, and it was of a purity and a depth such as Strickland had 
never seen before. 

Mr. Dodge gazed at it in cesasy. Strickland might have done die 
same but he did not wish to increase the price. Clerks and officials 
stood in expectation of his verdict. He gave it, but in l.uigiiagc quite 
inadequate to the occ.asion. 

“ Yes, that’s about it,” he said. He look it up in the pahn of his 
hand and turned it over with his thumb. 

” What can I buy this for? " ' 

A price was named. Strickland reflected tliat he had been saving 
money ever)' day during liis tw'o years’ wandering. 

” Very well, Mr. Dodge. I’ll give you a cheque for it now.” 

He was guided into the office and seated in the director’s chair. A 
slip of paper worth four thousand pounds passed into the keeping of 
Mr. Dodge, the velvet pouch with its ruby into die hands of Colonel 
Strickland. 

“ I tliink,” s-iid Mr. Dodge gallandy, ” that it will add a grace even 
to Lady Ariadne Feme.” 

Lady Ariadne Feme w'ould have been called by anodicr age die 
reigning toast. Wherever die picture papers of England reached, 
there her fame was spread. Her loveliness was as fainihar as a copy 
of the Bible. Dull Mcnilicrs of Parhanicnt excused dieir insig¬ 
nificance to dieir constituents by pleading that there was not room in 
the Press for Lady Ariadne and ilicnisclvcs. Not a picture gallery 
was complete without her portrait. No photographer could sleep at 
nights undl he had secured from her a sitting. No advcrdscmcnc of 
ladies’ requisites from a face cream to silk stockings had the slightest 
value unless it carried the approbation of her signature. She was 
twent) -threc years old in this year and already legends clustered about 
her name, like the curls of her bobbed hair about her face. Stories 
of the crowds which her beauty collected; of her waywardness and 
audacity and good-nature; of the swift uptake of her mind; of die 
charity of her talk; of how she made with her own supple fingers die 
shining frocks which turned Requin’s hair grey and sent Pavillc to a 
rest-cure—true and false and half true and half false they went the 
round of the world. Even the Esquimaux maidens in their igloos 
had liieard of her axid hoped that they had some touch of her in their 
appearance. 
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CaJuiiuiy, ot course, had dug its claws uito her good tame—such 
a fine occasion and so defenceless a victim were not to be mused. 
The cheaper satirists m.ide their pittance out of her. But her out- 
shining kindliness, her luimour, the prettiest gilt of ininiicry m the 
world, and her loyalty—the loyalt)’ of a soldier—surrounded Iter with 
a hedge of friends, convcnrioiial and unconventional, against which 
the arrows ofcalunmy were powerless. Even here at Mogok on the 
Irawadi, John Strickland hccame at once a select and admir.iblc 
personage, not be'cause he bought one of ilsc kings among rubies, but 
because lie bought it for licr. 

He shook hands with Mr. Podge .ind liis associates. 

** May We ir.ention the ruby’s destination? ’’ Mr. Podge asked. 

'* Yes," Strickland replied plces.uuly. " Forvou wdi m an)' ease 
whether I consent or no. And I can’t bhimo you." 

He walked aw.iy briskly from the veranda, and to his surprise found 
Tliornc at his elbow. 

" What, still here? " he asked. I Ic was on the top of Ins spirits at 
this raomeut. " Do you know. Captain fhomc, you have given 
me tile impression during the last two days tlut the whole of Upper 
Burma would at once relapse into barbarism if you took your eyes 
off it for an instant! And I find you sauntering through a morning 
like a gcndeinan of leisure." 

Capt.iiii Thome made a snrprisuig answer. 

" Perhaps, sir, you will thank me for my idleness." 

Strickland was silenced at once. Thome meant at last to unlock 
his tight-closed lips. But he would do it at his own lime and in his 
own cautious way. There would be a slow output of level and 
uninteresting phrases, beneath which Strickland must discover for 
liiinsclf wh.at he could. He did not seek to persuade, but walked 
back across the area ©fold diggings without a question. 

Ac a corner of the road Thorne stopped. 

" Do you see that bungalow ? " he asked, pointing up a narrow lane. 

U \r 9* I f 

Yes. 

" That’s mine. Let’s go in and have a cocktail," he said, much in 
the tone wliich Mr. Wcmmick once used when he saw a particular 
church. " Hallo ! There’s a church ! Let’s go in! " 

‘‘ Certainly," answered Strickland. “ I should like a cockt.iil." 

He was led into a sitting-room witli a light wall-paper against 
wliich hung photographs of groups—nothing but groups of men who 
had done somctliing aud were celebrating it by being photographed, 
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or who were gomg to do something .„.d on ti.at ..ccount had to ho 
f^howgraphed aU togethor too. There war a group of an Oxford 
eight of a footbnU team, of a polo team, of the offleen ofa battalion 

eleven. An oar was huttg high up near the ccilutg. Cups stood 
upon vanous bureaux and cabinets. One side ofAe rootn svas 
upnd by a book-ease filled ssntli .an astounding variety of books. 
Mr. kept cornpany wteh the last thutg in American detective 
noyck Dantcl Defoe rubbed shoulders with Captam Marn.at 

Iho-n . H "i "’“T"' ‘^'’cktails,” said 

7ho.ns. He p aced a box of cigarettes, ,a„ ash-tray and a mateh- 

so'^ StnU'l" d ' 'd't' " ie‘‘e°a'''' Chesterfield 

OU StrKkJand seated himself obediently and lit a cigarette. In the 

door^vay Tliomc turned b.ick. ^ ^ • m tne 

“By the way. you might care to look at some of these papers '* 

He was very careless and indifferent both in his words and hirmove- 
nicnt., so .ndiflerent indeed that the indilTcrence w.is intention.al. He 
gathered togctlier some p.ipcrs, the weekly editions of Vie Times 
Life, and on the top of them all he pLaced die latest ct>pyof 

a!^^d nW " letterpress 

andns photograplis These he laid beside Strickland. 

probably more recent than .my you have seen.” he sai<l. 
iiid he Went out of the rooiiL 

Srricklaiid took up The Gossip, as he was meant to do. He turned 

«ill sv.th ihe paper open upon his knees at a page of photographs, until 
once more Thome reappeared within the room. 

the' T'*’ “ ‘‘f'' he said, and as he held out 

n ueric , T “P'" P’K" " I-™’' 

much time to discover that! ” he added. 

me for its discovery " 

Stncklandreeumed quietly as he took his glass. ’ 

meetinrsr “ •’’’TS"?'' Club enclosure dtuu.g a race 

when the picture was taken. On the lawn in the foreground wo 

rcF«Med f" b "'T r? “P 

^ ked extremely serious and woebegone. Underneath the 
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pnotogfAph WAS printed : “Lady Ariadne Feme (right) and Corinne, 
ihc famous dancer (left), at Catwick Races.” ' 

” Well,” Thome admitted. ” Yes—tint is what I invited you here 
io see. Wliat do Noii rliitik of it? ” 

” It’s an excellent portrait of Ladv Ariadne,” Strickland replied. 

" And be'ides? '' 

” Besides? I think that those two poor girls have not h.ad tint 
information str.iiglit trosn the manger, widiout which racing beciuno'' 
Miuost a gamble.” 

And besides? ” Claptain Thorne insisted. 

]obn Strickland lad the paper on the sofa at his side. 

” Besides? Yes.” he said deliberately, “ I read in that picture that 
t!-.e world of Engltnd has grown a little more generous in its svm- 
I'.athies, and a little wider in its outlook and .a great deal wiser in its 
iccogniiion of pcojslc who make their own way tlian it was in— 
'hall we say 1914 ? But that’s trot all 1 don’t need to recognise, for 
1 liavc always known, that Lady Ariadne has many friends in many 
different w.dks of life; and amongst those friends I teg you. Captain 
Thorne, to remember that 1 count myself one. But however 
str.ingc and—let us be fr.ank !—inappropriate those friends may seem 
to you quartered in this little self-centred nook, they all have an 
invaluable iliing in common—the staunchness of Lady Ariadne’s 
friendship.” 

The rebuke would have sounded like pedantry but for the simple 
sincerity of tone with which it was delivered. But Captain Thorne 
stood Ills ground. He, too, was in earnest. 

” I wish definitely not ro oftend you, Colonel Strickland,” he 
began. ” If sucb an intention had been in my mind, 1 sliould 
certainly not have invited you into my house for the purpose of 
gratifying it. But 1 have ss'cn you pay a great price for a very 
v.aluabic jewel I must therefore think that the welfare of the lady to 
whom you mean to offer it is of great value to you.” 

Between both these men the screen of pretence was now down. 

“ It is,” Strickland agreed. 

Thome’s nod of the head implied thanks for Strickland’s openness, 
a.s much as agreement with his words. 

” Very well, then ! I break through the reservations which my 
•duty puts upon me. I tell you frankly that if Maung H’la had stood 
in the dock in England, as I think he should have done, Corinne, the 
famous dancer, would have stood beside him.” 
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Si:Stritn "-r 

^ you tell me no more ? ” he asked. ^ 

I luve aheady told you more than I should,” rcplictl Thome 

iSi“53^£“i|St'HS5S 

«cppcJ cm on co dn.- red, .nd held up hi!,.‘nA^'^As thc^r Jop ™d 

fhomc went up CO Strickland^ cir^r. u me car stopped 

” I .hrtnU 11 ^ s «dc. He was confmed and euiltv 

* should like things to CO well widi vm. .i, >• 1 

tlic stubble of lus mouLchc to eovrr k ^ r ’ ’ fiiigcrmg 

K'df ioru;.r::;:. ;t'r 

ofir, howll? rlmtl r'T®' No morf 

wcvcf . It was safer to salute than to risk a handshake. 

nearer and nearer to the light of da* 1^' '“‘"8 
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CHAPTER VI 


ARIADNE HERSELF 

Stpjckiand tfivcllcci from Plymouth to London on an evening 
towards the end of March ; and the next morning, witliout waiting 
to answer even one of the letters piled upoit his table, he put tlic ruby 
uuo liis pocket and walked quickly to his club. The gipsy finds a 
good share of his pleasure in the first aspect of the town to which he 
returns, and if the town is London his pleasure is enormously in¬ 
creased. The women and girls with their bright frocks and lovely 
faces, tlicir slender elegance, their curiously attractive air of imperti¬ 
nence, as though each one knew that she w.is tlic unquestioned pro¬ 
prietor of the town and all its suburbs, their rose-coloured legs, the 
whole shining, cultivated look of them, make on this first day each 
one of them a miracle to him. There arc friends to be met liap- 
liazard on the footways, astonishing news to be gathered about other 
friends, gossip to be exchanged, entertainments to be pLanned. But on 
ihis inoniing, tliough tlic sun was bright, the air brisk, and Bond Street 
a parade, Strickland hardly stopped to exchange a word witla anyone. 
And more than once he crossed die road when he saw a loquacious 
friend approaching. His business at his club would brook no delay. 

He found with relief the morning-room quite empty, and gathering 
together the latest of the social papers, he s.it himself down seriously 
to study them. Experience had long since taught him that even after 
a short absence abroad there was no more ncccssar)' preliminary to a 
call upon Lady Ariadne Feme. For she was almost certain, in the 
meanwhile, to have done something startling, if not outrageous, 
which he would be expected to know and to accept as the perfectly 
normal and correct tiling for her to do. Never had he reason so to 
congratulate himself upon his prudence, as he had this morning. For 
he found very quickly two items. The first of them nearly took liis 
breath away, and he was prepared for that. The second robbed that 
fine March day of all its sunliglit. 

The first appeared on a page devoted to theatrical gossip—as thus : 

I am able exclusively to make an announcement of unusual 
interest. * Sonia, the Witch,’ die light opera by Walter Rosen 
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which has been miiiung for two years at the ‘ Volhstheatcr 
Vienna, is to be produced at the Rubicon Theatre. The event 
however, will not take place until later on in July or early ui 
Augun, The p.irt ot Sonia will be taken by Lady Ariadne 


StnJd.ind turned rimckly to the other papers. I)y some amazing 

Sno T"'' i, ''•'‘i cnelusively the same 

lo lipop to offer to its public. There was a unanimity about them 

^iich could not be set .aside. The statement, besides, had a certain 

^oumof reason on its side. The Earldom ofliroavden had year In 

year declined in prosperity since its great days towards the end of 

*c eighteenth cetiturj-. The war of 1914 had very nearly given it 

m Imishmg b ow. The present Earl, whose daughter aZLc w,is, 

mnl 7 b ° d °ver the top of his head, was 

wo'^iwi '■"S' co'iu'ty palaces which no one 

otild buy a v.ist estate of .agnctilttlral land, .and long-csLiblislie.l 

krr''^ "''ri'’ “ "> '>™ '<> 

' K ^ .icccptcU the statement as true. 

ehuile ''" 1 '°™" witi' a 

Chuckle , and then his amusement died altogether away. 

neT^' dT-Tt."' ‘■’"““Sl’ •!'= Other papers, fohled tliein 

wb7reX.”' °P"’'P 

wr„n*’'l"’"?°'L “ 'P'""* “ ‘"‘^resting engagement 

cc withdrasvn^ The tsvo pardes are Lady Ariadne Feme and 
^rish.g young barrister and pohdeian, Mr. Julian Ransome. Mr. 
^ne s seeches up the ftunre relations of the Dominions and 
rte Mother Country have secured for Irim the ear of the Home of 
Commons and the interesr of his political leaders.” 

so^i^nieTr ° '"’P'* 'ho forebodings svhich had 

o prpied Im thoughts at Mogok. and had hurried hint across India 

W «.ch a sdtamer at Bombay, tha, he mighr reach Englaiul Ure 

«)oner. were quite forgotten. He sat for an hour in that s^Jent and 
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(.inf cy room, upbraicbiig bimseli' for his folly m ever going away. 

At tinics lie strove to disbelieve the truth of all these hints and statc- 
incufs. If Ariadne was intending to marry Julian Ramonic, would 
she also be arranging to play the leading part in a nnuical comedy 
from Vienna? Your answer, of course, would be “ No,” unless you 
knew Ariadne Feme. In that c.asc—well, in that ease, the only tiling 
to do was to go yourself and ask her. She would reply without any 
evasions or pretences. And it was better to know—even if the 
knowledge sent you wandering .igain into the lone comers of the earth. 
Strickland took his hat down from the peg and walked out across 
St. James’s Square to die big Browden house at a comer of Park Lane. 

He was led at once, a.s it be had been expected, up a succession of 
interminable staircases, and at the very top of the liousc was ushered 
into a high, long room. Strickland never entered dial room but lu: 
was surprised by it. One expected bewildering colours, a medley of 
ornaments and furniture, a dominant note of jazz. ln.stcad one found 
oneself in a room in which J.iiie Austen might have written her books, 
so polished was the floor, so sparse the furniture, so ch.iste the 
decorations. One or r^vo modern comforts broke the severity—a 
liugc divan with a mass of cushions, a deep .arm-cliair, a grand piano, 
and ionic fine engravings of Morland upon the white distempered 
walls. Ariadne, her fair head bandaged widi a handkcrcliief of gipsy 
hues, was ruefully watcliing some pungent decoction boil in a silver 
kettle over a spirit Limp. She sprang up as Strickland entered the 
rooni and greeted him with both her hands. 

” Oh. my dear,” she cried all in a breath, ” I saw in the papers tliat 
you had landed at Plymouth yesterday, and I knew that you would 
come and see me thb morning, and oh ! I have done the most terrible 
thing! ” 

(q spite of his dbtress, Strickland could not but laugh, 

*' I am quite sure you have,” he answered. 

It was one of her pleasant ways to greet her friends as thougli they * 
had parted from her late on the night before, however long die interval 
lud actually been. Friendship was resumed without awkwardness 
because it had never been broken. There was no recovery of lost 
ground, for no ground had been lost. She was at home with her 
visitor on tlic instant. 

'* Yes,” she explained. ” I wondered how I’d look with my hair a 
Venetian red, whether I would really look like a girl out of a picture 
by Tkpolo. So 1 thought I’d try just a tiny bit, you know, which 
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woul^'t rciUy maltcr mucb ,C wcut wrong, liut d« dw 

wasn t Vcnenan red to begin witli and I did uindi more dun I 
meant to, besides, I got a prcscriprion to liLc die dye out 
jW nodded towards her boiling kettle-'* but it doesn't wo?k at all 

She sn.iiclied the hondkcrcJiicf from her head and gazed at herself 

Tnhh AU A niontclshelf. Stnekland sasv .a snull 

bobbed head of very tur. curly and shining luir whicli was parted 

upon the left side: and from the porung across to tl:c right nn a 

broad, glowmg strand of vivid scarlet. Witli her slim, straight and 

supple figure she h.id almost the look of a greatly wronged Id vers 

mdigiuiu boy. Only no boy ever had her delicate colouring, or the 

/liiteness of her skm. or the smooth oval of her face and tlic soft curve 

of her hps. or those big curiously light-blue eyes, which could darken 

" Anadjic/' Stnckkuid gravely agreed. 

she said ■*'''' ’ 

“ It's the only way,” said he. 

‘‘ McaawJnlc I shall look like a macaw ” 

“ That can't be helped ” said Strickland. 

Arudne broke into a laugh. Her face, like her parlour, w.os tikcI^■ 
to surprise die straugc-r wlio had only read of her dLigs 

For It was quiet rather dim vivacious; it had so much more of the 

sprit mok r “““I J>c larigbiJ ,h« ,l,c 

^k hn .mi and drew hnn over to the divmi. " Sit .here ! Now 

Icao'fZtrati^a 

Do you know my Rausomc? " 

The world isn't big enough to hold itd’ 

Don t be foolish or misunderstand me.” 

Its true then?” 

Yes.” 

lan^'T silcnce-hardly noticeable at all. Strick¬ 

land waa contented „itl. hhmdf so Or. Hit voice had not been 
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fjUcly flippant nor lud it carried any poignant accent of regret. So 
long aa he avoided looking Ariadne straight in the face he had a very 
good chance of keeping his secret to hiinseU. 

I congratulate you.*’ he said. He laid his left hand u[yoii hcr^ 
which were clasped upon her knees, whilst lie turned to his right to 
knock the ash of hi> cigarette into the ash-tray. 

■■ Put it here between us, for I shall want it too,” Ariadne 

commanded, 

1 he ash-tray was duly placed on the divan betaveen them. 

” Did you have trouble over your engagement? ” he asked. 

Aiiadiic nodded. 

“ .A little. Of course I’m a disappointment.” She leaned lorward 
w tth her < hill ['topped upon her hands and gloomily contemplated her 
duning shoes. ” I can see th.at myself. But tlie people I care about 
h.u c been good as gold. As for the others, I never could satisfy them 
.myway, could I? ” 

" Ariadne, you could not,” Strickland said fervently. 

Anaibic laughed again and licr Lace cleared. 

” The creatures 1 detest,” she flashed out, ” arc not the old people, 
the Victorians. They’re often and often the most sympatlictic of all 
—I suppose because they remember how secretly tlicy had to snatch , 
their liberty when tlicy were young. Anyway, they’ve been 
d.irlings. The women I can’t stand arc the superior young ones who 
read half a page of Andrd Gidc betaveen two rubbers of bridge and 
are sure tlicy know everything. As for me, I’m old-fashioned. 
Don’t laugh, Strickl.ind,” she pleaded wistfully. “ I am ! '* 

” I w.asn’t laughing. I should have called you more than old- 
t.isliioncd.” 

” What?” 

” Primitive.” 

Both of diem very seriously considered the epithet, for which there 
was a good deal of reason. Ariadne might call her friends and her 
lovers by their surnames and jump in a gorgeous riot through all the 
conventions as though they were so many paper hoops and she on the 
back of a circus hone. But in the essentials primitive did not 
inaptly describe her. She proceeded to give her visitor an instance. 

” Yes, Ransoinc’s my man,” she said. ” I have known it ever since 
one dreadful night in January.” She broke off and suddenly 
gurgled with merriment. ” I have^ot to tell you about it.” 

” I want to hear,” said Strickland. 

40 



I went to a party in Cliclsea—you luiow everybody wt on ^ 
cushion on the floor and tlicrc were barrels of ovsters and it took a long 
while to get going. You know the sort of entertainment. It v.ms 
<| uitc out of date even then, though a lot of them, including die host, 
didn t know it. Juban was there, of course." 

‘‘ So he has ? Christi.-.n name ! ’’ cried Strickland in surprue. 

'■ How can you interrupt me so foolbhly ! " she exclaimed. “ 1 
am telling you something serious. There was a girl on the cudnon 
no.vt to me, and she n.',d a quite new drug. At least she s.iid it w.is 
new and no one could contradict her. So of course she was the 
success of the evening; and as proud as two peacocks. Of course 1 
wanted to try her drug. You can understand that. Strickland, can’t 
you? Yes, but understand it without intcrnipiing,’’ she added 
hastily. 

StrickLuid did not interrupt and Ari-idne resumed her story. 

I had got to try it. She gave me one of her cachets, and nodhng 
li.appencd at all—not the least little bit of an Oriental vision. Oh. I 
was disappomted ! So I borrowed another from her." 
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Borrowed ’ is good," Strickland interjected. 

And still nothing happened—no wonderful languors—no falling 
back of the w.ilK and floating away in great spaces of stars—ju'-c 
notliing. So I got annoyed, and took another. Something lud got 
to happen—you see that. And it did. Oh, my dear, in a quarter of 
an hour I knew that I was dying. I felt—.awful. I was sinking down 
and down into depth after depth. My heart wouldn’t bc.at. I have 
never known such misery. That was it. It wasn't pain. It was 
sheer overwhelming misery." 

Ariadne clasped her head between her hands and rocked licr bodv. 
So vivid Was her recollection of that evening that she suffered once 
more the distress which the poison had caused her. 

1 was frightened too," she resumed with a g.isp, " terribly 
frightened. I told you that 1 was old-fashioned, didn’t I? I was 
dj^g unprepared, with all my sins right on the top of me. Like the 
King in Hamlet,’ unhouscllcd, iinanointcd, unannealed. And 
everybody thought 1 was dying—all except Ransomc. The m.iii 
who gave the party wanted to call up a cab, so that I might die in a 
taxi rather than upset his old studio by dying there. The girl who 
gave me the cachets went off into hysterics, and all the rest were 
running about trying to fmd remedies which weren’t there, and more 
than half off their heads. All except Julian. He was woiidceful.” 
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“ Whjt di J he do? ” asked Strickland, and in spite of liijnselfsomc 
'liarp note of jealousy was very audible in his voice. Ariadne, 
however, was so completely living over ag.iin her unfortunate 
.idvcnturc iliat she passed it by unnoticed. 

“ lie just s.it by iny side on a cushion, widi his hair unrufllcil and 
his tie quite straight, just as if nothing of any importance at all wms 
happening. When I moaned, ‘ I’m goiiig now! I’m soing 1 ’ he 
patted my hand and $,iid,' Not at all, Ariadne,’ just as if I had apolo¬ 
gised for trcaeling on his toes. And when I whLspcicd with wlnt h 
thouglit was my l.ist breath, ‘ Good-bye, my dear,’ lie replied, 
‘ Tiut’ll be all right,’ like a man in a shop, when you tell him to take 
e.ire and see that your parcel reaches home in lime for tea. Not a 
'ign ol anxiety, you see, and not too much sympatliy! Oh. ui- 
valuablc wlieu everyone else was for ringing up .in nnderiakec and 
orslering my hearse. After an hour or so I began to come up from 
the depths. Somebody called up a taxi and Ransomc drove me 
iioinc. It was only wlitn we were alone and I was safe that he 
showed that he too had been afraid. He held me crushed in liis am;— 
he’s tcrnbly strong—and all the way home my heart just sane ro me, 

I Ins IS my man. 

She stopped. A gust of March wind shook tlic windtnv panes. 
Tlie fire in die grate spluttered. Strickland, aware th.it he must 
rc.spond to her mood, had nevertheless not a word at his command. 
The humour with which she had told her little story only tiirew into 
greater relief the two pictures which were before his eyes and 
tortured him. The wise young lover, so wise in his comprehension 
of her, sitting by her side, neat as a new pin, his hair smooth and the 
butieirty bow of his white tic not a fraction out of the line, his manner 
commonplace and unconcerned. And the same young lover a few 
minutes afterw.irds liolding her crushed in his arms in the cab— 
“ he was so terribly strong.” The whole story was in those l.'ist 
words. 

Strickland tried to assure himself that this was just what he Wanted 
for her, that it was just for some such consummation tliat he had 
started off upon his two ycai^ of wandering. But with he- so close to 
liim, with her breath upon his check, with now a lund, now .a knee 
loucliing liim, and the sound of her clear, fresh voice in his cars, he 
could not so assuage the fire of jealousy which burnt within him. 

Perhaps on that very night when Julian Ransome drove her liomc 
crushed is liis arms, he, on the veranda of the bungalow at Mogok, 

42 


had been maundering over some remote peril dircatening her, in 
wliich bis encr^ would be engaged—and. of course, triumphantly 
engaged! Vanity after all—that was all that his fine premonitions in 
fact amounted to—and a great flatnc of self-contempt blazed up in 
him. The peril had been here, m the studio at Chelsea, and young 
Julian Raiisornc, not he, had been on the spot to meet it. 

Ariadne broke in upon his bitter ruminations in a voice whicJi 
warned him that his silence hurt her a little. 

" What have you to say to me? ” she asked. 

Strickland took both her hands and bowed hb head over them 
Bravo,” he said. 

Thank you,” she answered and his secret was still hb. 

But the next moment she made it still more dirficult for him to 
keep It. 

" Do you know, that I always Ii.id an idea that I should marry you.” 

she said, and she quite mbundcniood riie gasp of hjs voice and the 

spwmodic recoil of hb shoulders. For sljc went on witli .a laugh : 

Oh, don t be afraid ! You are quite safe now ! But I did 

jmagme that one day you would say to me. ' Ariadne, marry me.’ 

and that I should drop my very prettiest curtsy .aiu! .answer, ‘ TJtank 

you, kmd sir, and what day shall we fix for the ceremony ? ’ ” She 

tell to silence for a moment, and since there w.ts one still more cruel 

phrase wluch u was possible for liim to Jicar, it was fated that on th.at 

l^ch mormng he should hear it ” What a woeful d ly it would 

have been, my dear, for you and me iT 1 had met inv Rausome 
.incrw.ards! ’ 

^d still Strickland kept his secret. For he answered and laughed 
as he answered: ^ 

Twcnty-tlircc c.in t mate with forty'-rwo wlien there arc any 

number of desirable tsventy-sixes and twentv-sevens d.nmourin(> for 
the privilege.” ' ^ 

m philosophy, indeed, had been the real cause and secret of his 
wanderings. He had thought to leave the field free for youth to 
capture youdi; and that he had done with success. He had believed, 
too, t^t hb osvn inappropriate passion would, in Ariaduc’s absence, 
^n dimiiusli to a steady, painless friendship. There, however, his 
judgment had friled him. 

Ariadne rose from the divan with one of her abrupt movements 
4U ran across the room to the piano. She sat down upon the music- 
stool and running her fingers over die notes sang to him a verse of a 
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s*.>ng. Strickhjul followed licr and looked over her shoulder. The 
nnisic upon rhe stand was written ui tnaniucript. 

“ la that story true, too? ” he asked. 

“ That 1 am going to play Sonia the Witch? Of course it is. We 
ojKii the last week in July." 

She sang .another verse. 

'■ Isn’t there a certsain amount of incompatibibcy," Strickland 
a>ked, " between marr\-ing a rising young politician and taking the 
lead in a musical comedy? " 

Ariadne took her h.ands from the keys. She lifted again the 
Ininiintt cigarette which slie had balanced on the edge of die lid of the 
piano .mil replaced it between her lips. Then she turned to Strick¬ 
land wiili tlie kindest look ot pity upon her face. 

'■ Dear tiling,” she said gently, " tlierc would have been m the days 
ol Mr. Disraeli." 

Then she took him by the sleeve and dragged him back to the 
divan. The blue of her eyes deepened and softened. A courageous 
licart looked at him out of them. 

" LLsten to me ! ” she explained. " It’s all according to plan. Wo 
have between us about twopcnco-halfpcnny a year, if tliat. Well, a 
girl can make money at once whilst she’s young, a man must h.ivc 
time. Tliat’s clear, isn’t it? I have just the evanescent sort of 
qualities which can m.akc money, whilst Julian m.ikcs his way. 

1 hen my turn will be over and liis will begin. 1 can command a 
good deal of money, I think, until—perhaps, I am tliirty-onc or two. 
Tlicn I shall stand aside and he will carry on." 

In the last words her voice shook, her eyes lost their fine bravery. 
She was in die grip of some misgiving. She sliivcrcd. 

" You mean, if he’s strong enough ? " 

" Oh, no, no," Ariadne was quick to reply. “ I don’t doubt that. 
No; the fear I h.avc, the fear that all women in love must have, is 
that when I stand aside, a little tired perhaps, a little worn, no longer 
the glossy creature you’re so amused with, he will leave me behind 
him." 

She sat very still \vidi brooding eyes for a little sp.icc of dme. 
Then she jumped up and went over to the window. She stood with 
her back to him, setting apart the marriages which she knew to have 
become catastrophes from the marriages where unity had been 
retained. There were many more of the former category, no doubt, 
but there were after all not a few of the latter, enough to cnbcartcu 
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her. TLc fint sheen and glamour had worn oft*, no doubt, but dio 
stuff below had been durable enough to keep a couple of hearts 
warm through many years. 

Slic swung back into the room. 

“ There ! ” she cried. " You have now the whole life and adven¬ 
tures of Ariadne Feme. Tell me something about her friend John 
Strickland.” 

I will,” s.aid he, and he fumbled in his pocket. “John Strickland 
bought a ruby at the ruby mines of Burma." 

For me ? ” cried Ariadne, clapisinc her hands. 

4i C ** i 4 O 

For you. 

He placed in her hands the little pouch of black velvet, and with a 
thrill of excitement she opened it. When the great jewel glowed 
upon the white palm of her slim hand, with such a fire that it seemed 
her flesh must bum, she uttered a httic cry of am.izcmcnt and dcliglit. 
Then slowly her face grew serious and her eyes clouded. 

“ John? ” she said in a questioning voice. 

The size and beauty of the stone troubled her. She recalled some 
curious silences tins mortiing v/Iicn slic had expcctc<l a quick and gay 
tfply» some evasiom and—yes—a reluctance to meet her eyes. 

"John ! ” she said again. " Let me look .it you ! " 

She took him by tlic arms and turned him to her so that they stood 
face to face. 

Oh, my dear,” she said in a whisper. 

Strickland s secret was his no longer. Ariailnc knew, although no 
Word had been spoken, that he had brought to her that morning not 
merely a ruby but an offer of marriage. 

Oh, I am so sorry, she said gently, and she was filled with con¬ 
sternation at tile light words which, upon this very subject, she hail 
this morning used. 

She had a tliought to give him back the ruby as a present offered to 
her under a misconception. But her kindness cheeked her. B)’ 
taking long thought, she could hardly manage to Iiun liim more than 
she would hurt him quite undesigncdly, if she refused his gift. On 
an impulse of compunction, and without a trace of coquetry, slic 
clasped suddenly the ruby against her heart. 

Tliank you! 1 shall treasure dm stone very dearly and all my 
life," she said with a smile. 

As she tucked it away into its pouch, with her neat, slim Angers, 
Strickland had a fancy that she was putting away his hcact under a 
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Velvet pail. He i.hook himself with annoyance, and clmibcd back on 
to the safe ground of pr.ictic.il things. 

But it’s to be worn,” he said. 

’ ‘ 1 ihah vvear it, ncs’cr fe.ir,” she answered, catcliing lais humour. 
” One doesn’t liidc priceless rubies under the mattress.’ 

” How will you w’c.ar it ? ” 

“ It’s too bi ;2 for a tins’. Jt would be lost on a bracelet. 1 should 
w.int another for my cars. As a pendant then. 

Strickland looked .it liis watch. 

” Let us w.ilk up Bond Street now and fix it up.” 

Ari-idnc nodded .ind left him standing in the room. She rc- 
.ippearcd within a period miraculously short to him who remembered 
the cnjur.incc of c.iv.iliers in the c.irly years of the century. She 
wore a small bright blue hat upon her head .and .a dark co.it of velours 
with .1 great colhir of white fox, which framed her small face in snow. 

” Come along, Strickland,"she cried, and she ran down the stairs 
in front of him. 



CH.\PTER VJI 


first-hand news of corinne 

With ihc coming of June, ilut yc^r, London broke into dowers and 
waimth. Its. old palaca incllossed a bttlc more in the golden sun- 
liglir, and sonictliing of its old gaiety hesitatingly retnrued to it. 
Tile striped awming once more decorated the balconies and fiom the 
liglucd windows of a thousand houses, music and a babel of youn-’ 
voices kept the nights awake. Where once the waltz had swooned 
now was heard the moan of the saxophone and the fo.\-trot's lilt. 
Public dimiers resumed their tyranny and again the voice of the loast- 
inasfec was heard ia the land. 

Strickland dropped into liis old place widi ati c.isc which ratlicr 
surpiiscd liun. II youdt, a little more Hamboyani pcrh.ips, a little 
more avid of cjijoymcnt di.m it used to be, w.b mclmcd to shoulder 
him out of the way without much ceremony as one of the generation 
whicli had miilc such a dung-heap of the world, he, for his p.u-t, had 
enough syinpaili y .uxd aiough sense of humoo/ to step aside. If the 
youngsters could do berter, good luck to them! 

Meanwhile he went where die world wait. To Epsom, for 

iiistanec, on tliat day of blinding sunshine when CipLiin Ciudc won 

the Derby. There, for the fint time, he $.aw Corinne the famou* 

dancer, amidst a group of people in a private stand by die winninc- 
post. ® 

Whicli is she ? he asked with a start wlicu her presence there was 
announced to him. In die resumption of old and placid interests, the 
events of Mogok lud faded in lus recollections; his fe.in had grow’U 
remote and a little ridiculous. But he was curious enough to wisli 
quite positively to see licr. 

“ The girl in die )cl]ow frock," wid his inform.mt. 

Strickland looked but was none die wiser. For since she wore a 

small, d^dy fitting hat which covered her cars and hid her eyes, a 

pair of orange coloured checks, and a scarlet gash for a mouth, lie was 

to^y unable to distinguisli her from any othcr of the thousands 

of young women who gbddciicd the racecourse with their 
company. 

There, too, a litdc later on, he stumbled upon Lady Ariadne, who, 
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Dohcuiiaji dial slic was, had preferred to picnic witli her lover 
amongst the other gipsies on the hill. 

“ Strickl jiid,*’ she cried at the top of her voice. She was sitting on 
the grass, munching a sandwich out of a paper bag. looking delight- 
fully cool and very much at home. luhin Ransomc, on ilie otlier 
hand, laughed .a little affectedly as Strickland approached. He 
seemed to be saying : For once ihi' is an amusing experience.” 

' Strickland, I li.ive written to you,” cried Ari.ithae, ” and of course 
you’ll come.” 

Strickl.ind shook his head at her warilv. 

111 see what it is I .nm to come to, before I promise to come,” lie 
replied. 

Ariadne in.idc a grimace at him first and kissed her hand to him 
afterwards. 

How hot you look in those ridiculous clothes.” she said, and 
Strickland, who had been inclined to think that he was lookin" his best 
in a new silk hat and a new slim cut-away black coat witli a rose in the 
buttonhole, walked away reduced to his proper proportions. 

Ari.adnc’s idea of a letter was a line of h.alf a dozen words scribbled 
with a pencil across the corner of a liolograph invitation to a public 
dinner. The letter w.is signed by Lord Culalla, a young and 
wealthy Australian who had been lately raised to the peerage aifd was 
making a stir in the new world of London. It bade him to a banquet 

at the Scmirainis Hotel given on behalf of ilic Choral Benevolent 
Society. 

” I have arranged your scat. A. F.” This was the extent of 
Ariadne’s letter. 

StrickLind found it upon his table wlicn lie returned from Epsom. 
He sat down and dutifully wrote out a cheque and an acceptance of the 
invitation. Whilst he was closing the envelope he became aware that 
a second letter had arrived for him by that aftonioon’s post. And 
the sight of it gave him a queer little shock. For the sump was 
Burmese and the postmark Mogok. 

It seemed to him a little odd that the letter shoiJd have readied him 
on the very day when he had just seen Corinne. and so immediately 
after seeing her. He hesitated a little before he opened it. 

” After all, it’s his affair now,” he said to liimsclf, and it was 
modesty which prompted this rcflccdoii. If tlicrc were peril for 
Ariadne in this affair of Maung H’la and Corinne, it was Julian 
Ikansomc’s business to stand between her and it, not his. The very 
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same day when Ariadne had told him of her engagement, lie h.ul 
made his pLo; to stand aside and wish all well for the )’oiiiig couple 
upon their gallant adventure. He meant to keep wiilnn the limiti of 
that plan, close vithin them—ah, if he could ! lint Julian Ransoine 
had not a suspicion of any danger portending. If he was to he f.Jte- 
wamed, then Strickland hirnsclt must know. 

He tore open the envelope, and turned to the signature. As lie 
expected, the writer was Captain Thorne, and he had some »tjrfhng 
nev/s to give. 

First of all he repeated his apology for ever having seemed to douht 
Stricklands story. A man answering exactly to die Colonel's 
description had been seen upon the jungle road fifteen miles or so 
from Mogok, about the vciy time when the Colonel was buying his 
ruby. The stranger stopped the public motor and rode to Tlia- 
beikyin, whence he travelled, no douht .as a deck-passenger, on tlie 
very boat which carried Strickland down to Mandalay. For he h.id 
not been seen since. Then the letter went on ; 

Maung H l.i s body was found in the jungle two days after you 

left, and not half a mile from the spot where you waited in your tree. 

Mr. Drain, of the Forest Dcpartinenr, found it and the tiger at the 

same time, and was fortunate enough to kill the tiger. As for 

Maimg H’la. it is supposed that the tiger kUlcd him. At .all events. 

notlung could be proved to the contrar)'. Brain, however 
tninxs ■ ■ 

And then came, for Strickland, who remembered well die caution 
of Captain Thome, a most illuminating alteration. After he had 

written “ Brain, however, thinks-” Thome had broken off and 

scratclicd the words out, yet left them legible. So the careful 
Officer of Police said what he meant to say and committed himself 
to no statement at ail. Strickland could not but smile at so ingenious a 
way ofeonveymg to him that Maung H’la died by another agency than 
a Ugcr s claws. The letter continued, indeed, even more explicitly : 

His neck was broken. And of course a gentle pat of die tiger's 
paw would have broken it, just as easily as—say, the sort of club 
>^ur stranger was carrying. I hold no views upon the nutter. 
J^ung H la was certainly mauled by the tiger. So no ease could be. 
But the greatest sportsman who ever shot big game in Bumu did 
■write that there could not be a greater fallacy than the old superstition 
that a tiger never ate anything not killed by himself.” This last 
Kntence was underlined. 
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There the letter ended, and there was the truth uttered in Thome*s 
very own special uid particular way. Maung H'U had been caught 
irp and murdered iti the jungle on tlic very night when Strickland was 
■■'tting out on his 'ii.trli vt, in the tree, and tiot half a mile front where 
he watched; had been murdered silently and suddenly, and by that 
gritn Sat.m with the club in Im hand, perhaps—nay, almost certainly, 
only a few minutes before he had stood out in the glade with the 
moonlight glistening upon his eyes. Strickland .sat with the letter in 
his hands, and all his forebodings crowding back into his mind. The 
tremendous event! That is what he had c.illed it—aye, even before 
u had happened. And here was the loom of it once more in the sky 
like du- glare of a fire on land to a sailor in the dark of the seas. Here 
it was threatening Coriimc the dancer, whose gay plumage had 
helped to brighten Epsom that afternoon, and through her fricndsliip, 
reaching out towards the sacred person of Ariadne Feme—involving 
1 cr, pcrlups, in a drcadiul scandal wliich evai she could not carry oft* 

There was a knock upon the door, and Strickland's servant 
aimounccd that Mr. Julian Ransoinc would like to see him. Strick- 
l.uid jumped up with alacrity. Here was the very man to whom 
this mystery must be confided. 

Show loim in,” he cried, and Julian Ransoinc was ushered into 
the room. 

He was a tall, dark young man with a pair of keen grey eyes, a little 
stiff in tlic b.ick, perhaps, a little pompous in maruicr, too. But these 
eliaractcrisfics, no doubt, were the outward and visible signs of a 
political career in the making. 

” Back from Epsom already?” said Strickland genially. ” You 
luve left the moke and the coster’s cart at the door, I suppose. Sh.all 
I send down someone to look after it? ” 

” We only hired it for the day,” answered Ransome, falling in not 
very easily with Strickland’s humour. ” I have come to see you 
about that dinner at the Scmiraniis Hotel on behalf of the Choral 
Benevolent Society.” He raised a forefinger in the air as if he were 
addressing a public meeting. ” Ariadne is very anxious that you 
should go. A great friend of hers, Culalla, is taking tlic chair. Sh«i 
wants to make the dinner a success.” 

” I’m going,” Strickland answered. He pointed grimly to the 
envelope stamped and addressed upon his table. ” The Banqueting 
Room of the Senuramis Hotel is die modem synonym for Hounslo 
Mc.ith.” 
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Julian Ransomc was at once lost in reflection. He stroW lii^ 
smoothly shaven face, his eyes were aloof. 

What’s the matter? ” Stnckland inquired, and he wa^ forcetl to 
re(>eat his question, before Ransomc, with a laugh of deprecation, 
shook himself out of his abstraction. 

“ I was wondering whether i could use that plirasc on a platform.” 
he said. In my ^eadful calling one goes scouting for epigrams, 
like a seagull after a meal.” 

It s not a very good one,” said Strickland. 

” It doesn’t have to be.” lUnsomc returned. ” With epigrams 
as with human beings, the good arc not always the most useful." 

" No doubt.” said Strickland, and now he. too. had fallen imo an 
abstr.action, with his letter spre.id out before his eyes. 

This was the moment to relate bis story .and hand over his trust to 
its proper guardian. Jde was sure of it. Therefore he had abscntlv 
said just now, No doubt! Yet doubt had been growing upon 
him none the less ever since Ransomc had entered the tooin. H.- 
imagined himself telling his story. How vaporous and fantastical it 
would sound ! It was an account of his moods ratlicr tlian a state¬ 
ment of facts. And would his moods make any appeal to Julian 
Ransomc? Ariadne $ own explanation of how her engagement 
came about in the studio at Chelsea, showed him as a composed, 
practical, matter-of-fact young mart, not at all inclined to take sUa^e^ 
in a fancy: and he left just iliat impression of himself indepcudeutlv 
on John Strickland’s mind. 


Won t he treat the whole story .as mere moonshine? ” lie asked 
himself; and he admitted ruefully that moonshine did iu any ease 
enter largely into it. 

Hie facts were few enough—tlic quest and murder of Mating H’l.i 
by the alarming stranger and some vague connection of him tlirough 
Mating H’la with Ariadne’s friend Corinne. 


Even^if he listens seriously,” Strickland’s speculations ran on, 
wouldn’t Ransomc be just the man to take the fatal step of trying to 
exercise authority over Ariadne to make licr break off her Cricudship 
with die dancer? ” 

Perhaps, after aU, he had so much authority! 

In his perplexities Strickland asked a question direedy. 

Do you know Corinne? ” 

There was just a perceptible pause before Ransomc answered. 
Ofcourscldo.” 



" h sKc Ffcncli? '* 

“ No, Enpjisli. Coriimc is a name.” 

T}ic answers were short. Corinne was clearly a subject which Mr. 
llaiisomc did not wish to ituprove. Strickland, however, pursticd it. 

” Wlwt’s your oj'iiiion of her? ” 

Ttu' pause was now even nrorc perceptible. 

“ bhe is a Iriend of Ariadne’s." he replied at last. 

Sirickl.vid nodded his he.ad. 

.And flien? ” 

kaiisoinc took a step ne.ircr to the t.ible, and plunging his hands 
into Iris pockets, faced his cjiiestioncr. 

" And then—once more—Corinne is a Iriend of Ariadne’s, he 
said in a firm and even voice. 

Strickkmd laughed cordially. He could have wished for no other 
reply from the future guardian of the Trust. Ho woukl transfer the 
charge of it now and here. He picked up his letter to begin his story, 
when Ransomc must needs spoil altogether the effect which he had 
prt>duccd and check the words on Strick].md's lips. 

“ All that has got to end, of course,” he continued. “ 1 have let it 
go on. But it won’t do,” 

Well, Strickland reflected, Ariadne had herself foreseen th.it 
ch.aitgcs must come. During the first ye.ars she was to m.akc the pace, 
afterwards R.ansomc was to go ahc.id. Only, if he sought to take the 
Ic.ad too soon he might spoil a fine race altogether. 

“ It will end in the natural order of thuigs, no doubt,” said 
Strickland. 

” Sooner than that,” Julian Ransomc answered. 

“ Have you ever knowni Ari.adnc deliberately to drop a friend? '* 
Strickland asked. 

” Everything must have a beginning,” Ransomc retorted easily as 
he walked away to the hearth-rug. 

Strickland thoughtfully folded up his letter and put it away in a 
drawer. He might be right and he might be wrong. But it seemed 
now to him that Ransomc would use die story of Maung H’la’s end 
and its menace to Corinne prematurely, rashly, and set up Ariadne 
still more publicly as Coriunc’s champion and associate. 

” You can form your own opinion of Corinne, Colonel Strickland,” 
said Ransomc from the hearth-rug. ” For you arc going to meet her 

II 

Strickland swung romrd in hb chair and stared at his vbitor. 
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“ It’s Ulc fint I have heard ol*it I ” lie cxcl.titneJ. 

Ransome smiled. 

I should have thought you knew Ariadtic well enough to realise 
that the first anybotly hears of anything is after she has dcciJcil th.it it 
shall happen. V/hen this bore of a dinner is over, we arc all to go on 
to the ‘ Noughts and Cros^-s 

“Good God, what’s that?” cried Strickland. “A public-liovise 
in the King’s Ro.id? ” 

Julian R.msonic looked at him with pitv. During the l.ist three 
months, however, Strickland h.id been getting used to that look upon 
the faces of the younger generation. 

” No,” Ransome explained vcr>' scriou>ly and patiently. “ The 
‘ Noughts and Crosses ’ is the newest and briglitcst and 1^ of the 
Night Clubs. The * Noughts ’ stand for the men, you sec, and the 
‘ Crosses ’ for the women. A pronounced humorist, who has 
written a book, invented the name. The cooking is excellent, the 
one and only Rudclli manages it—and Corinne d.anccs there.” 

Strickland jumped up with an eagerness which surprbed hi^ 
companion. 

Docs she, indeed ? 1 shall be introduced to her then ? ” 

You certainly will.” Ransome ga 2 cd reflectively at the Colonel 
as he added with an air of deprecation, ” But, perhaps, you would be 
wiser not to entert.* in too high hopes.” 

Oh, I won t, Strickkind .assured him. ** But even the most 
courted of damsels may throw a pitying word to an antediluvian 
curiosity.” 

Ransome was very gentle with him. Very gentle and patient ajul 
courteous, and if liis sense of humour was not very highly developed, 
one had no right to feel a disappointment. 

You have not quite grasped my meaning," he explained. "Tlierc 
is a Spaniard, Leon BattciiUcna. You will no doubt meet him at the 
dinner, too. For he is, according to his friends, a remarkable musician. 
Had he been a professional according to liis friends—Paderewski must 
have taken to the oboe for very shame. For myself,” and suddenly 
Julian Ransome’s clieeks flamed and his voice grew violent, ** I flunk 
he is the most unspeakable bounder I ever came across. In any 
company he must bear down everyone. Flashy and vain, but for tlio 
women he would never be allowed. He must be in love with tlic 
very latest favourite. Tliat’s his creed and principle. Publicity in 
love, you understand. Corinnc*s the latest favourite. So cvcr)'onc 
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must be forced to say, ‘ Sec thar man? That’s Batrchilena. He’s in 
love with Corinne.’ ” 

“ And Corinne responds? ” Strickland asked. 

" If the latest favourite doesn’t respond,” Ransonie answered, 
” Battchilcna proposes passionately to blow out his brains upon her 
hcarth-ru", Tbev fall for it. He knows rhe kind of woman he 
pursues—none better ”; and suddenly Ransome brought his fist 
down upon the mantelshelf 

“ It’s .all got to end,” he declared, and with a word of farewell, he 

p.isscd ottt of the room. 

* * ♦ * ♦ 

Strickland remained for a while plunged in perplexity and distress. 
Not by that hot spirit was the dimly shadowed peril to be exorcised. 
Ariadne could always be guaranteed to m.atch spirit witb spirit. Ac 
tlic risk of playing the odious part of Mr. Busybody, he himself must 
after all figure in tlic cast. There had been a woman who died. 
Yes, Thorne had spoken her name to him in the jungle road just 
outside Mogok, had advised him to look up die details of the inquest. 
He had even forgotten die mme of that woman—so dim wd fanciful 
had liis premonitions become to him during these last months. But 
as he sat there and recalled that edge of the road, and his motor-car 
stoppuig at Thome’s signal, and Thorne’s approach to the side of the 
car, Thorne’s words returned to him too—and the name. Yes, the 
lunic as well. He would set about that work in the moniing. 

He rose up greatly relieved and rang for his servant. But there 
remained with liim still a little surprise at Ariadne’s choice of a 
husband. He could not quite reconcile the man, as he saw him, with 
Ariadne’s account of him. But, of course, he reasoned, the only 
people wlio knew the truth of mai were die women to whom they 
made love; and die women never told until dicy had quarrelled. 
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CHAPTER VTn 


ELIZABETH CLUTTER’S MISTAKE 

The number of a bachelor’s clubs increases as imperceptibly as the talc 
of his years. One of them he rc.ally uses; he occasion.illy lunches at a 
second; and at the other he gets his coat brushed if he h.tppcas to 
pass die door. It was towards the second kind of club that Jolm 
Stnckland walked about the hour of luncheon—a small club housed 
m a small old mansion in a quiet street bchmd a roaring thorouglifaxc. 
It was not idcntiEcd wiili any one profcs.uon. Indeed, a catholicity 
in its membership was the chief rc-ason of its existence. Cabinet 
Ministers in distress could take a meal there safe from die importunities 

of their followers, and newspaper editors without being pestered to 
reveal their secrets. 

Stncklmd was in luck that morning. For die very man he wanted 
got out of a cab and mounted the steps at his side, a heavily-built man 
with a large, jovial face and .a voice like the bark of a big, good- 
humoured dog. ^ ® 

.. cried, " I haven’t seen you for a couple of year*.’* 

1 1 haven t been visible for a couple of years.” 

” Anything wrong? ” 

*' Nothing but what you can put right.” 

l am fortunate,” said the other with a laugh. "Let us lunch 
together and make what we can of your trouble.” 

liairy MurcJiison was the editor of that famous newspaper The 
time, and twenty-five years in a position where mistakes as to (acts 
w not allowed had made his memory at once prodigious and exact. 
He chose a table m the window, and when his luncheon was before 

urn. and his mvaruble t-inkard widiin the reach of his hand, he shook 
luj^lf genially and barked : 

‘‘Well! Fire away! What can I do?’* 

You can tell me about an inquest.” 

Murchison looked up with interest. 

"An inquest? But can I? I don't know. 

It wasan inquest upon a Mrs. Clutter—a Mrs. Elizabeth Clutter, 
and It was held about eighteen months ago.” 

Henry Murchison ran a finger down the index of his memories. 
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VC'S, dicrc was such an inquest,” he replied at length. It 

was held ill the Isle of Wiijht. But at a time not very hclptul to 
»• 

NOU. 

■“ why? ” Strickland asked anxiously. 

'■ it was held in the midst of a general election.” 

■■ But you will have a report of it in your file.” 

Murciiison looked dubious. 

" A very short one. Little more, probably, tlian .x statement of the 
verdict. We were full up at the time with speeches and policies, 
fat speeches and thin policies. We couldn’t reduce the one, and we 
had to try to build up the other. There wasn’t much room letc f'r 
inquests in the ble of Wight.” 

Stnekl.uid's heart s.xnk. Tiicrc was always some infcnial obstacle 
in the u.»y. First, ■Ilxorne’s scruples and reticence, now the co- 
incidaice of a general election. Murchison, looking at his companion 
over the rim of his tankard, understood how deep was hi.s dis¬ 
appointment. 

” Ask me a question or two,” he suggested. *‘ I might remember 
something.” 

” Very well, 1 will,” Strickland returned. He had the one 
question ready on his tongue, which must provoke Murchison’s 
recollections, if tlxey could be provoked at all. “ How was Corinne 
concerned in it? ” 

” Corinne I ” 

Murchison’s face cleared like magic. 

” Oho ! Wail a moment! ” he cried, and he buried his face in his 
h.mds for a minute and then looked out of the window for a minute 
widi Ids mouth pursed up and his forehead in a frown. “ I have got 
it,” he said at lengtli, and corrected himself—” at least I h.ivc got the 
proved facts of it. I don’t propose to go behind them.” 

” I don’t ask you to,” Strickland agreed. 

” Very well,” said Murchison, and whilst he ate he talked. ” Mrs. 
Elizabeth Clutter was a well-to-do, youngish woman, very neurotic, 
very lonely. She had a small house in South Audlcy Street and a 
bigger house just outside Yannoulh in the Isle of Wight, and divided 
her time between them.” 

” She was a widow? ” Strickland interposed. 

Murchison reflected for a moment. He looked agaui out of the 
window, and then gazed straight into Strickland’s eyes. 

” 1 don’t know. She may have been. She may, on the other 
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hand, only have been separated Irom her husband. She was alone, 
at all events. Let me tell my story my own way.” 

Strickland had an impression diat the editor knew something more 
about Elizabeth Clutter’s widowhood than he was ready to .adnne. 

” I am sorry,” he said. 

She was alone, Murchisc/* rcsunied, ** until Corinne came to 
live with her. Women of that kind arc prone to violent friendships 
which have a vciy sliort life. Corinne was the favourite of the 
moment. She was not the Coritine of to-day. Rudclli hadn’t 
r.iken her up. Gran, her present dancing partner, hadn’t polished her. 
She was poor, prctr>- as a peach, of course, but with .a good many 
intervals betaveen her engagements. Yes? ” 

He broke olf because he saw Strickland struggling to suppress a 
question. 


■■ I was wondering how Corinne and Eliz.ibeth Clutter became 
acquiintej.’* 

That was stated. CoriiuK had an cngagcinciu to danc^ at an 
hotel in Brighton one Christmas when Mrs. Clutter was staying dicrc. 
The resulting friendship we shall recognise to have been incviublc if 
we remember the great pearl of wisdom which fell from the lips of die 
claimant, the late lamented Mr. Orton.” 

” I never heard it,” Strickland remarked. 

Some has money and some has brains. Them that has money 
Was made for them that has brains, ’ Henry Murchison quoted. 

” So Corinne made her home with Elizabeth Clutter. But_” 

and he wagged a forefinger in the air to emphasise his statement- 
let us be quite clear about d>is. Corinne was dancing in a cabaret 
show in London on the night when Elizabeth Clutter, in the Isle of 
Wight, reached out her hand in the dark and drank a tumblerful of 
disinfectant instead of the sleeping draught which usually stood there.” 
Strickland leaned back in his chair with a gasp. 

So that’s it I ” he exclaimed. 

Yes, Murchison returned in a far more indiHcrcnt voice. “It’s 
an accident which has happened not a few times, but nevee under 
conditions so unimpeachable. Elizabeth Clutter slept with a whole 
phannacopccia of remedies by her bedside. Nothing b more 
probable than that she took the wrong glass by mistake. The 
alternative is that being an ailing melancholy neurotic woman* she 
took the wrong glass on purpose.’* 




Strickland, however, was not so easily satisfied. He held liis 
ground. 

“ It was suggested, wasn’t it, that Maung H’la had changed the 
classes——? " he said. 

Murchison shot a quick glance at the persevering cross^xamincr 
oil die other side of the table. 

“ Maung H’la? Oh, yes, the Bunnese servant! He had a record 
of nine or ten years of faithful service. 1 never heard diat that 
suggestion was made.” 

Strickl.itul continued, working the ease out in his mind as lie went 
along. 

Aiul th.ii Coriimc had arranged her alibi for die occa.sion? ” 

" Corinne took her engagements when and where she could get 
them,” Murchison rctunicd. ” A conspiracy between her and the 
Burmese servant was, so fir as I remember, never even hinted at 
tluring the inquest." 

Murchison called a waiter to clear the plates away, and to plaie 
matches and an ash-tray upon the table. He pulled a large cigar ease 
from his pocket and held it out to Strickland. But whilst these 
preparations were being made, he stole now and again a quick 
shrewd glance across die table, as though he made a guess whv all 
these questions were fired at him. 

Strickland waited until the waiter had gone and liis cigar was lit 
before he ceased from musketry', and took to his hand-grenade. 

" And yet,” he said slowly, “ both Corinne and Maung H’ki, the 
faithful servant, nearly stood in the dock to answer to 4 capital 
charge.” 

Henry Murchison was undoubtedly startled. He took his cigar 
from his lips and stared at Strickland with his lips pursed up in a way 
he liad. 

‘'*You know that? " he barked. 

H \f *> 

Yes. 

” Then you know a danuicd sight more about die ease diau 1 do.” 

He replaced his cigar, and after smoking for a iiede while, spoke as 
one making a concession ; 

” Of course there’s always certain to be some talk and, perhaps, 
some suspicion when one of these deaths occurs and an unexpected 
person iidicrits ” 

” Ah ! ” Strickland interposed quickly. ” That’s what I wanted to 
know. Then Corinne inherited-” 
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Everything, the house in London, the hou^c iti the hie of Wi-dif. 
the stocks and shares—the whole bag of tricks.” ^ 

“ So I supposed,” Strickl.and returned. Yet some doubt troubled 
him. 

Through die window he watched with meticulous atteniiou a 
peJestri^ along £ltc>' yards of pavcmait. but could never Iiave 
described that pedestrian, nor was he aware tlut lie watched anvone 
at all. 

You see what I doii t understand, if die inherited all diis money 
—no, I can’t follow it I ” 

What s your trouble? " Murchison asked. 

” Corinne’s still dancing.” 

Murcliison laughed heartily, and raised his tankard in homage. 

' May the bloom never &dc from your iniuKcncc I ” he cried. 
” Connne dances. Her passion for her art compels lier to. .She says 
so m e%-cry iuterview. We say so in every’ paragraph. So it must 
he true. Besides,” he added drydy, ” Corinne has a lover.” 

Strickland nodded. 

” Battcliilcna? ” 

Yes. Battcliilcna! and Coriimc and Battchilena between them 
could c.it up a nice little fortune, during die time it took you to e.it up 
a nice Imlc luncheon. Corinne is like tliis tankard,” he said, peering 
regretfully into its depths. ” Outwardly nodiing could be more 

as if it held or had held a pint of ale. Intern¬ 
ally it s vice itself, for it holds, or did hold, a pint of champagne, and 

nodung can be more vicious than champagne in the middle of the 
day. 

He put the tanJurd, now quite empty, down again upon the table, 
now, perhaps, you’ll tell me why you arc so interested ui 
the httle affair of Corinne and Mrs. Elizabeth Clutter ” he said. 

Strickiaiid answered readily cnouglu 

I have a couple of friends whom 1 greatly value, and if tin's little 
amtr were to take a new turn I am afraid that the formnes of those two 
friends might be very much damaged by the scuidal.” 

, no danger more serious dun that at the moment. But 

clearly. From the facts of the inquest as dicy 
had been stated by Murchison, there was not to be extracted the merest 
sludow of a plea which could persuade so staunch a spirit as Ariadne 
Feme to contradict her friendsliip with Corinne. She would, on the 
contrary, flaunt it the more noisily, if any attempt were made to 
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l-crsudtlo her There Iw tlic peril. Stncklaiid spoke witli a quiet 
•uid simple c.'\riicstiK‘ss which moved Ins companion to a strong 
>vmpathy. 

' " It’s possihle.” s.dd Murchison with a smile, “ that if I set my wics 
to work, I nu:;ht guess correctly who your two friends are. And 1 
agree. A scandal in wliich Corinne was so gr.ivcly concerned might 
do the wliole of the little set in which Corinne moves a certain 
amount of harm, and your two friends m p.articular. They arc on 
the hy-p.iths with the big high-road very close, but not yet reached. 

wrong turn now. and they might tramp .a blind .alley for the rest of 
ihcir lives, what? Yes, but the whole affair’s over—over, eighteen 
inontlis .ago. It can’t t.ikc .a new turn.” 

Strickland, however, was not reassured. He shook his licad. 

" I should like to be .as sure of that as you," he returned slowly. 

“ fust listen to this! After the inquest M.iung H’l.a w.is sent back to 
Hurm.i. 1 don’t say that lac w.as deported by an order. No, he 
wasn’t. But he was none the less definitely sent b.ack by the 
authorities. I le took work as a g.ardcncr at the ruby mines. Then 
one day he saw a man, a white m.an, coming along the road, and in a 
panic he hid. The white m.an, a complete stranger, stopped and 
inquired for him. Mating H’la bolted and made for his n.ativc 
village, hidden away in the jungle. The srr.mgcr followed him. 
Tltrcc days aftcrw.ards Maung H’la was found dead. A very 
cautious m.an sent the news to me, but he meant to leave me in no 
doubt th.at Maung H'la h.ad been murdered." 

" Though it couldn’t be proved, eh? " 

" Though it couldn’t be proved.’’ 

" And the stranger? " 

" He took tlic river steamer to Mandalay and dis.appcarcd.’’ 

Murchbon turned this unexpected incident over in his mind. His 
face became grave. 

" Yes, that docs alter the look of things, doesn’t it? ’’ he said. 
" Sounds like mischief, what? I tell you what you might do. You 
might come down with me to the office now. 1 have an idea that we 
might catch the reporter who went down to that inquest." 

Strickland accepted the proposition with a warmth of gratitude 
which Henry Murchison w.as no longer at a loss to account for; and 
five minutes later the two men left the club together. 
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CHAPTER LX 


A LOST OPPORTUNITY 

In a narrow lane at the back of Fleet Strea, die great edifice of r/;e 
Flame newspaper pulsed and dinddeJ like an ocean iuicr. Even at 
this hour of die afternoon its passages were thronged with clerks and 
reponers and compositors, all of them in a tremendous hurry. 
The lifts cbnged up and down frsmi tlic fifth floor to tlie basement, 
vans accumulated round the block, bales of paper were carried in, and 
such a clatter and bustle of affairs permeated the budding as con¬ 
vinced Strickland that surely the country must come to an end ih.u 
night unless The Flame was issued before twelve o’clock. Murcliison, 
however, moved through the turmoil with an Olympian cjlm, and 
led his companion to his own qnict room upon the first floor. He 
spoke upon a telephone. 

Will you bring me all that we have got about the inquest on Mrs. 
Hl^bcdi Clutter? he commanded, and within a space of time 
which seemed to Strickland amazingly brief, a clerk came into die 
room with a large sejuarc envelope. Within the cnvcloi>c dierc w.is 
just one cutting and that a short one. 

“ There you arc ! ” 

Murcliiion placed Strickland in his chair, Liid the cutting before 
him and went out of the room. But the report did no more dian 
confirm the accuracy of Murclmon’s memory. It was not even as 
complete. There had apparendy been not one moment of sensation. 
Corinne had answered all the questions put to her by the coroner with 
no more than the distress natural to the occ.asion. Mating H’la, 
speaking very good English, had accounted for all his movements 
upon die night of Elizabeth Clutter’s death. The verdict, “ Death by 
MisadvCTUurc,” followed inevitably. All was slab and drab and as 
innocent as could be. 

Yet Mating H la was sent back to Burma,” Strickland cried in 
exasperation. ” Yet he did come near to standing in the dock, with 
Corinne by him.” 

The pressure of space due to the progress of a general election was 
all very w'cll. But dicrc was reserve—yes, a note of reserve about die 
whole conduct of the procceilings-~wIuch was unusual—very 
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iuiusu.ll. He Ic-Iiicd back m hb cli.iir. wliilst the grc.it building 
throbbed and vibf.»tcd. He w.is c.irricd aw.iy to the deck of the ship 
where on liis journey home he had brooded through so many starry 
evenings upon Thome’s hints and his own fears. Wxs he reading 
into tliis report suspicious bom of hb ceaseless conjectures during die 
days and nights between Bombay and Port Said, between Port Said 
and M.irscUles? He rose up from the cliair, irritated to the point 
where he could not remain seated, where he must walk from the 
table to the window and from the window to the uble, like .a bear in 
its cage, hi the iniilst of his p.acing, Murcliison again entered the 
room. He was followed by a young, red-headed man with a sharp 
pale face, into winch some of the red of his hair seemed to have 
run. 

■* IliLs,” $.ud Murchison. “ is Mr. Angus Trevor, wlio reported tlic 
inquest,” and once again he left the room. 

Mr. Angus Trevor sat down at die end ot the table .and, rcacliing 
over, picked up die cutting. He read it through carefully, put it 
down again with a nod, and scratched hb head slowly and 
methodically. 

” Yes,” he said, with his eyes turned inwards. " Yes, that’s about 
it. Not so bad either.” 

Strickland stopped hb p.icing. 

” But b that all? Did nothing more happen which you didn’t 
report? ” 

Mr. Trevor took no offence at the abruptness of the question. 
Strickland's distress was too obviously sincere. Trevor was familiar 
enough, from the experience of innumerable interviews, widi 
performances of die various emotions, to be able to appreciate a 
genuine one when he saw it. 

” i don’t think so,” he replied. ” You see, I know very well that 
the public’s a carnivorous beast, and would mucli rather that 1 served 
up Oirinnc piping hot on a silver dbli than that I gave it pap. Well, 
all thb is pap. Well, then, I had to give it pap. Well, then, obviously 
pap was all that 1 had to give.” 

Strickland took another turn to the window and back again. He 
stopped at the end of the table opposite to Angus Trevor. 

” What about Clutter, the husband? ” he asked. 

“ Oh, Clutter didn’t come upon the scene at all. I suppose Clutter 
was dead,” replied Angus Trevor easily. 

” But you are not sure? I have % reason for askbig.” 
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Angus Trevor scratched his head again. “ Wait a bit." iv 
and he took up die cutting once more and studied it with c.iro. 
Oh, yes! Miss Corinne didn’t know whctlicr Clutter wa.s alive or 
dead I don’t know wliy I left ,t out. Perhaps there wasn't room. 
She described Mrs. Clutter as subject to firs of remorse. App.uentl\. 
she and her husband liad not hit it off very well. She had a tnorbid 
seiwc of guilt and since she did not volunteer any .statement. 0%rinnc 
did not question her." 

Oh! StncU.indc.xcl.iimcd. Here,atallcvcnts,was thcpronli^L 
of a riew explanation. Elizabeth Clutter might have deliberately 
killed berseff Strickland grasped at it c.agcriy. He miglit liavc ben. 
very sorr)' for Elizabeth Clutter had he know-n her. But he had not. 
IJs concern was solely with certain living people, and this explanation 
if it were only true, would save rhem from all the discredit, the touch 
of infamy which he feared. 

‘‘ So tlicrc was a suggestion of suicide? ’’ he cried hopefully 
Connne certainly suggested if.” Trevor ans^vcred in a wrv dry 
lone. But tlic jury didn’t agree." 

No, nor did tlic police, since rhey were within an acc ofputtme 

^ntuie upon her tri.d. Nor did rhe stranger who had pursued 

Maurig H la into tlic jungle and made his account wth him there. 

Strickland s hoj>e sva.s as the seed which sprang up in a night and 

wnhered away. He fluug himself disconsolately down in his cliair 
again. 

* ‘fon’t understand, 

‘^ven allowng for the general ciccriou " 

Mr. Trevor wai politely curious. 

“ It seems to me aU stmight to the point.” he said after consulrtnc it 
again. ^ 

Too straight to the point,” Strickland retorted. '* What I know 
about coroners b. to be sure, not very much. But I li.ivc always 
understood them to be laws unto themselves. Rather nicdJlcsomo 
people, on the whole. Talkative people, overbearing people, and 
rather msolent in Acir virtue. Every little peccadiDo. twenty years 
old pCThaps and with no real bearing on the ease, must be dragged up 
out o iti grave and gibbeted. But ihb coroner seems to have been 
a very mirror of circumspection. Not a question about the husband, 
who he was, whether he was dead, whether, if he was dead, he and his 

U He died, when he died, of what he died, 

where he died. I should have expected thb coroner to be busfly 
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prying into aU th«c details; and I am bound to say, I svish to heaven 
Kc luil bccn.’^ 

Trevor bitched up hi^ ch*iir to the tiblc. 

“ There was a reason for rhat.” he exclaimed. 

“ 1 would like to hear it,” said Strickland. 

“ Yon were out of England at the time. Yes. You would be 
surprised,” he agreed. 

A little time before tins inqueM. .t coroner had overstepped even 
thf latitude assumed by coronets. He liad extracted from an un- 
happy woman, who was the merest witness to a deatlt, that she had 
never been married to the man with whom she w.as living, and that ihcir 
grown-tip d.iughter w.is illegitimate. He h.id then belaboured her for 
her deceit, accused her of perjury for assuming the man s name and 
threatciud her wit!\ prison, though he had no power to send her there. 

" There was an uproar in die I’rcss,” Angus Trevor continued. 

'• A famous author joined in. An ex-Lord Chancellor rapped that 
coroner over the knuckles until he must have felt sick and dizzy. 
And the whole tribe of them suddenly acquired a little nuich-nceded 
modesty. This man, for instance, in die Isle ofWight, was treading 
very delicately. The husband, whether alive or dead, did not come 
into the picture. That was enough for him. He kept his inquiry 

Nviclvin the circle of the f.icts.” i i i 

” I see,” said Strickland, and once more he sprang up .and betook 

himself to pacing bciwcai the table and die window. He was like 
a man in a maze. At every turn, when he was saying to himself. 

'• At last I am coming to the heart and centre of this puzzle —no¬ 
lle was face to face again with a hedge. First Thome’s obstinate 
scruples, then the coincidence of a general election with Elizabeth 
Clutter’s death, now the coroner’s unusual reticence—always dierc 
was somcdiing to stop him from die truth. And he must reach it! 
He fell that as an obligation laid upon him. He imagined dis.aster 
falling opon Ariadne, her gallant adventure altogether spoilt. He 
looked out of the window and saw her face dicre before him, wthout 
a sparkle of its gaiety and her eyes wistful and yet tender with 
reproach. Quite unreasonably, the very accumulation of these 
obstacles ui his way increased his conviction that peril was approaching 
her. In a panic he saw it approaching, a black menacing cloud over- 
whclmmg the sky. He was lost to all knowledge of the room in 
wliicli he stood, he was unaware of Trevor’s curious glances. He 
had suddenly leapt forward with his fears for wings, 
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Ic was no longer mere scandal, mere discredit, a mere barrier 
against advancement which ho envisaged, but some dreadful 
tornado in the midst of whicli. amidst the clamours of thunder, and 
the blinding glares of hghming. she must be fought for against the 
Powers of Darkness—chief amongst diem a gaunt, himgry spectre of 
a man, armed witli a cudgel which could break but not be broken. 

The vision passed. The room swain into his sight again. He 
recognised Trevor standuig by the table, wnth hts'cyes^iow dis¬ 
creetly lowered. 


I thank you very much,” said Strickland with a smile. ” It 
was kind of you to give me these details.” 

The conference was over, but Trevor did not Lake liis leave. He 
showed an evident embarrassment and a no less evident good-will 

‘‘ I don’t want to butt in. Colonel Strickland,” he said, ” and I 
haven t one idea, nor do I seek to have one, as to why you arc 
mtercsted in the death of Elizabeth Clutter. But 1 do sincerely think 
that you arc barking up the wrontr tree ” 

”Oh?” 


Yes. Surely tlic person who deserves attention is Corinne? ” 

Strickland took out his cigarette-case and oftVrcd a cigarerte to his 
companion. He was still a little absent in his manner. 

‘ Do you know her? ” he asked. 

Trevor stopped in the middle of lighting his cigarette and 
Stared at StnckJand—stared until the match burnt his fingers. 

Of course/^ he explained patiently. The moment she returned 
to L^don I went straight as a Roman road to her dressing-room.” 

•• ?u ' I j ” something,” Strickland interjected. 

She told me exactly what I expected, .and what I reported, and 
what I disbelieved. She said every right thing. She was over- 
whclmed, but her duty to the public must come first. She danced 
whilst her heart broke. Pretty sad, what? I could have wept. 
But I didn t. I consoled myself with the impression that she had the 
brightest little pair of eyes for a cash-deposit that I had ever seen. It 

*1" Corinne would be foolish. But I should, I 

think—if I was interested in the matter—yes, I certainly should 
inquire w ether just before this—accident, Corinne ever hinted that 
she expected to come into a handsome sum of money pretty soon. 
It s the sort of little slip which people do make, especially if they arc in 
debt and arc being pressed to pay.” 

With the gift of that advice Mr. Angus Trevor took his sharp red 
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?icad out ot the room. He had reached the corner where the lane 
discharged itself into Fleet Street, before he came to a stop. He 
liked Strickland. There was ait case, a frankness, a cordiality, 
something, anyhow, a freedom from jealousies and little things, 
which made a strong appeal to him. And there was not a doubt 
about his distress. Trevor had just remembered something—oh, 
nothing very important—an address merely—but an address which, 
wisely made use of, might help Strickland and one way or another 
settle his jXTplcxitics. It offered an opportuniry. at all events, which 
a man like Strickland would never get hold of, unless a man like him¬ 
self made him a present of it. He, Trevor, had only obtained rhis 
.^kldress by some very persistent espionage. For it was, very wisely, 
kept a close secret. Yes, Strickland should have the benefit of this 
item ot inside knowledge. Whether ho could make profitable use 
of it or not, well, that was not Trevor’s affair. He would have done 
Ins best to help a man and a brother. 

Trevor turned smartly back and retunted to the office of The Fhiiie. 
But, cjuickly though he walked, Strickland had already gone when 
he arrived. As a matter of fact. Strickland had passed behind him 
whilst he stood deliberating upon his course on the kerb of the pave¬ 
ment in Fleet Street; had almost touched him on the shoulder and 
wished him good day. But he had not yielded to the impulse. He 
had just walked on and the address was not entrusted to him until a 
later day had come. 


66 


CHAPTER X 


TERROR AT THE SEMIRAMIS 

The dinner at the Sonir.imis Hotel was certain to be one of the most 
notable events of tlut season (lom die hour when Lord CuIalU 
consented to take the chair. 

Tliis briquet lias got to produce the Socict)'*s record subscription. 
See to It ! ho ^mounted m his curiously metallic voice to his little 
army of camp followers and satellites. But he Was not content with 
giving this order. He saw to it also himself. 

He was such a man as each age begets and each age claims its 
own peculiar product, accountuig lum a sign of progress or an 
evidence of degeneration, according to the divisions of‘its political 
opijuons. Only fifteen years ago. a mere Mr. Gideon Br.imbtr from 
the back blocks of Australia, he had swept into London, a man still 
under thirty years of age, quite unknown, but with a subsl.mtial 
fortune already built up out of notliing and a bosomful of limitless 
ambitions. He had the t^vo great qualities which make for great 
success die power to attract money and the power to keep friends 
As to die hner, it was said of him that he might drop friends-anJ. 
indeed, he h.id a touch of the Sultan’s caprices—but tlut his friends 
never dropped him. As to the former quaiit)—indefinable, un- 
tcachable, a gift found in association widi any degree of intellect, 
Baotian vulgar, or razor sharp—Mr. Gideon Bramber undoubtedly 
^sscssed It. He was a magnet, before he became a magnate. 
Place a sovereign on a ubic, midway between him and me, and of its 
own accord it would presently begin to move towards his hand. 
But he did not live for the gift. It was to him a lever, a weapon, a 
miiig to use, an opportunity of spreading out in a thousand activities. 
He entered Parliamcnc, became a Minister, in due coarse a peer. 
He bought a newspaper, and then another, and tlicn another, directed 
them, wrote for them, achieved a circulation for them, and mean- 
while made another fortune out of spelter and a third, or a fourth, or a 
* could tell which—out of rubber and an extra one out of 

aruficial silk. In the midst of all these engagements he found time to 

n t? own. founded largely upon a knowledge of 

the Bible. On the other hand, he was too busy a man for the 
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drawitjg-rooins, and took his relaxations in a less formal company. 
He was close upon six feet high, a little heavy about the shoulders, 
with a sleek black head and a sallow clean-shaven face; and as he 
stood in the reception-room welcoming tlic ambassadors, and the 
bishops, the stars and the ribbons and the medals, whom he had 
gathcrcsl to the banquet, he had rather the look of a polite buccaneer 
asking for tlicir purses. . . . 

My Lords, Ladies, and Gentlemen, dinner is served,” a stentorian 
voice belonging to the toast-master, dressed in a scarlet coat like a 
m.istcr of foxhounds, annomiccd, and the company passed through 
the door in a tight wedge and spread out like water through a dam. 

” We are all together round the end of the top table,” Ariadne 
beg.m, and stopped short with a little cry of dismay. ” Oh ! ” 

For in the very comer, in the midst of the scats for which she had 
stipulated, a thin, narrow-shouldered elderly man with piucc-ncz 
bridging his nose, had just taken lus scat. 

A man spoke at Ariadne’s elbow. 

I am very sorry, Lady Ariadne. I am the secrctar)'. 1 had to 
alter the arrangements at the last moment. He is a Mr. Julius 
Ricardo, ver>’ rich, but a little unmajiagcablc. It was really necessary 
to put him at the high table.” 

Ricardo? Ricardo?” Strickland repeated the name to him¬ 
self. ” Now, where have I heard that n.ame? ” 

Ariadne was gazing at the man ruefully. 

I shall hate him, I know, she said to the secretary*. ” You have 
quite spoilt my party*.” 

The secretary smiled his apologies. 

I hope not. I understand that Mr. Ricardo can be quite enter¬ 
taining if he begins to talk about crime. He is a great friend of the 
famous French detective Hanaud, and visits him in France when any 
sensational trial takes place.” 

” Hanaud ! ” exclaimed Strickland. ” To be sure! ” 

He remembered now how he came to be familiar svith Julius 
Ricardo’s name. There had been a case at Aix-lcs-Bains which had 
brought Hanaud into contact with a Mr. Ricardo. ” But it was 
before your day, Ariadne,” he added. 


” I don’t care ! ” she said indignantly. ‘‘ He won’t entertain me! ” 
Alas, Mr. Ricardo entertained nobody that evening, and towards 
the end of the dinner not even himself. Strickland was seated next 


to Madame Clircstoff, a young and brilliant printa donna from, it 



was supposed, Czccho-Slovalcia: next to her sat Mr. Rjcardo; then 
came Ariadne, Leon Battcliilena and Julian Ransomc. Thus Mr. 
Wcardo was in the midst of them, and he seized upon them with 
the soup, silenced them and held them, like the Ancient Mariner, 
but not with a glittering eye. The secret of Mr. Ricardo’s spell was 
a thm penetrating copious flow of words, banality upon banalit) . 
at)d all expounding his exiguous personAlity, 

L- emphasising his remarks with litde precise 

bird-hkc gestures. “ a few years ago. to have sat through a public 
dirmer m company however charming, with speeches to follow, 
whilst the music of dances was being played in the outer room, 
would have seemed to me the very height and crown of treachery! 
Every throb of the violins would have been poignant with reproach, 
would have cried, ‘ Dance. Ricardo, dance !' Rut now I find myself 
enjoying it. Eheu fu^eus, Posfhume, Posthmne / This sole ^ la 
MaT,^ucry, this eatteton d la Pressc, this glass of Lafittc which I hold up 
to tlic hght to enjoy its ruby hues. What would they have all meant 
to me years ago! Lafittc even Lafittc 1900 , would have been no 
more to me than the occasion of a foolish joke. I might have said • 
To the accompaniment of a waltz, we ought certainly to drink 

La-lcct ; and he punctuated with a reedy laugh this dcvastatinc 
example of his wit. ® 


Madame Chrestoflf watched him with round eyes .and a perplexed 
forehe.ad. Once she said : “ My ! " and a little aftersvards: " Good¬ 
ness to goo^ess! ” and now she said “ Gee ! ” in an awe-struck 
voice; and all of these interjections struck upon Strickland as singular. 

interjections meant less than 
nodimg to Mr. Ricardo. He trod them down as a battleship treads 
down beneath its forefoot a piece of wreckage in the sea. Ariadne’s 
gUnccs of wrath he never saw. He was not aware of her. He was 
aware only of so many pain of cars entirely at his mercy .as a bandit 
mi^t ^ who had just captured a caravan of tourists in the mountains, 
c relief of all that party the stentorian voice rang out again. 

My Lords. Your Excellencies, Ladies and Gentlemen, pray 

Chairman, the Lord 


During the reprieve of the loyal toasts, every one of tlicm took a 
stem resolution that Mr. Ricardo should not get his head loose again; 
an the moment the company sat down again they broke out at 
once. The Society, music, any topic which could sweep over and 
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drown Mr. Ricardo. Madame ClircstofF described how she 
walked out of the Imperial Opera House because a rival prima doiuia 
had kicked her puppy in die corridor. 

" I said to the Herr Direktor : ‘ Don’t talk to me ! No annour- 
pbted Br^mchtida is going to kick iny Scalyham d.iwg, and as for 
yoxir little old Opera House, it’s a bum place ans'ways,’ and I went 
back to my hotel and cried from rage—oh, ounageous !—until my 
nose w.is as red as that carbuncle on Ariadne’s chest! ” 

Strickland giggled with delight. The carbuncle was his priceless 
ruby, which glowed against the pale gold tissue of Ariadne’s frock 
tike a grc.at blot of fire, and waxed and waned with ever)' movement 
diat she made. 

“ What .ire you laughing at? ” M.idame Chrestolf asked. 

“ I wasn’t laughing so much,” he replied gravely, “ as diinking 
that, but for your accent and idioms, I might have taken you for an 
American citizen.” 

Madame ChrestoflT’s laugh rippled out. 

” Aren’t you the goods?"" she cried. " My, I’ll tell the world." 

“ 13c qtiict, Strickland ! ” said Ariadne. " The big gun’s going to 
make liis speech.” 

Strickland looked along the table to where a Cabinet Minister was 
fidgeting in liis chair. Then he shook his head at Ariadne. 

" Alas! the bigger the gun, the greater the bore.” 

Julian Ransome felt for a pencil and his diary. 

" I should like to use that some time, if I may.” 

Strickland waved his band. 

” I say that sort of thing ever)' other minute.” 

” Be quiet, Strickland ! ” said Ariadne. 

And the speech of the evening was m.adc. It w.as just afterwards, 
when the applause had died down .and the guests were settling once 
more into their places, that the amazing thing occurred. Strickland 
was saying an enthusiastic word about the speech to the more or less 
Czccho-Slov.akian printd Jotim, when he heard a very urgent warning 
hissed out behind his elbow, like this: 

“Hist! Hist!” 

For a moment he was inclined to believe that some waiter of more 
than mual insolence was clioosing this method of demanding a tip 
from him; and he took no nodcc. 

But the call was repeated and with an insistence still more sibilant. 

“Hist! Hist!” 


70 


It was now a call to attention, imperative as -ui order on parade. 
Dm there .alann m u, too. The man behind lu> elbow was afraid 
Strickbnd turned round, carelessly. When others were aiLMOUs 
It was w,^ to be mdiirerait. He saw a foreign waiter, small .uid 
sturdy and broad-dioiddercd like a Jap.mcsc. but with die face of i 
ierret, and even a ferret’s red eyes. I Ic was not look,i.(> at Strickland 
ai all, It w.as not Strickland’s attention which he had been trs iii'’ to 
arrest. But as soon as Strickland turned, his face man.agcd to aclifcve 
a smile or something as nc.ar to a smile as can be c.Nfsected from a ferret. 

It Js my comrailc. 1 call him,” the waiter said with a French 
«ccnt. i teach Imn to wait. Bui as yet he has not die practice. 
One, two, three times more and he will be .a miracle.” 

Strickland’s eyes took the hue of the litde waiter’s. They led him 
to Uon Battclulcna-he was a big and well-proportioned youua 
man with a dark, vivacious face, rather thick of features, redeemed by 
a pair of b ack. clear, expressive eyes and a head which was orowina 
prematurely bald. BattdnJcna w.is turned towards Ari.idiie Idt 
WM talking to her with an intense earnestness and in a low voice, as 
xt he shared some scact with her u iiich must be jealously gu.irdcd- 
or ^ if lie were nukuig love. A H.uiic of anger suddenly blazed 
lugh in Strickland s breast and quite drove from his mind lus momcn- 
ury curiwit)-. He knew die wordi of these public lovcrs-tlie men 
who could not discuss a triviaUty’ with a pretty woman unless thev 
put cnougli fervour and secrecy into the argument to make all die 
j^nipitiy prc'sent smile and nod ami think ” There’s a case.” Strick¬ 
land fdt a grwt sympathy at die moment with Julian Ransomc. who 
certainly held sound views about Leon Baitchilciia. 

liim^ ^nuon was once more caught by the Frcuclunaii behind 


“Hist! Hist!” 

StricUand now saw on the other side of Battchilcna a bl.nck-sleevcd 
^in a hand which held a box of cigars. A waiter was ofTcriug 
It to Battchilcna, but he licld the box in so awkward and inattentive a 
tashion that cigars were on the point of tumbling out in a cascade 

upon the ub c. It was undoubtedly this waiter whose noiicc the 
little icfTcl bchinxi Wjis filing to atCf^L 

Stnckland’s eyes now followed the line of that outstretched arm 
with a certain amusement. Would the cigars slip out before this 
dun^ Ganymede waked to his dudes? And wLt so engrossed 
turn? His eyes mounted upwards to the broad shouldcre and foom 
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the shoulders to the face, and then he fell back in liis chair whilst a 
low erv broke from his lips. 

Here! And in this menial service! Was there ever such a 
contrast? he asked himself. He whipped round in his chair. 

“ Who is that man? ” he asked in a quiet and commanding voice. 

“ Quick 1 Tell me! ” 

And he saw the little ferret’s eyes open wide and stark, unutterable 
fear I’atlter in the depths of them and shine out as from behind a 
glass. 

” Tell me ! ” Strickland whispered. 

The hctle man took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his 
face. 

“ He is my friend, my comrade,” he babbled. ‘ One, two, three 

times more-” and his face changed. His terror was aggravated 

into a spasm of malignity. His lips were drawn back in a grin and 
his yellow teeth showed like the fangs of an animal. 

” He nothing to do with you,” he snarled viciously. ” You take 
care ! You leave my friend alone ! ” 

Strickland smiled contemptuously at the threat. He turned slow.'y 
back. The whisi>cred dialogue had taken no longer th.ui a second or 
two to begin and end. The waiter was still standing over Battchilcna t 
the cigar-box was still poised at its precarious angle. So for the 
second time Strickland saw the formidable man who had so disturbed 
the current of his life. Once in the very heart and mystery of a 
moonlit jungle. Now amidst the lights and music and laughter 
of a fashionable company at a public diimcr in the midst of die 
London season. 

And as he watched fear came in its turn to Strickland. Tlic man 
here—no longer three thousand miles away—actually at hand! Was 
he here to strike, secretly, swiftly, with absolute accuracy and 
success, as he had already struck those thousands of miles away? 
Surely Strickland had been right on that first night when he had sat 
under the bright stars on the veranda of the Dak-bungalow at Mogok. 
His premonition had been the one premonition out of a hundred 
which works out true. 

For the cause of the waiter’s inattention was evident. His eyes 
were fixed upon the card on the table in front of Battchilena. He 
was not the waiter who had served that part of the room during the 
dinner. He had come to this comer for die first time with the 
cigars. And he had now read Battchilena’s name, saw BattcliUcna 
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himself, would know him for ever jftenvards, and was held rooted 

to the spot. He stood without a movement, a grim smile upon In. 

Ups. hu eyes bright and ver>- quiet, and hU aquiline and furrowed ficc 

wearing not so much a look of triumph as a grandeur. He appc.ircd 

to Strickland as one who, having suffered all the sufferings possible 

m the world, wa.s now at last saying: - Have I found you, O ms 
enemy?” 

The ferret behind Strickland’s chair no longer dared to hiss his 
warning, but he used his handkcrcliief to signal with, and now at last 
the stranger noticed it. He bent down to Battchilena. 

“ Cigars, sir? ” 

Battchilena, who was smoking a cigarette, waved him impaticmlv 
away and the waiter carried the box b.ick to a side table by the door. 
But that mtiinatc conversation was interrupted. Ariadne looked up, 

Strickland’s and greeted him. She nodded her head 
\vith a friendly lift of her eyebrows, and with a smile which set the 
dimples dancing in her checks, she rused her glass to him. 

No, Strickland said to himself with a sudden fire. “ If that 
man stnkes again, the blow must not glance off to her and the 
look upon his face surprised and troubled Ari.idnc. so ih.it her smile 
died away and her eyes grew serious with compassion. 

An inspiration came to John Strickland-hc thought it nothing 
less than that. If someone was to strike, let himself strike first—now- 
a blow which would warn rather than wound. He leaned forward 
towards Battchilena and spoke across Mr. Ricardo and Ariadne. 

Did you notice die waiter who offered you a cicar’ ” 

“ No.” ^ ^ 

He IS there—sunding against the wall close to the door. The big 
man with the thick reddish hair." 

Battchilena looked carelessly over the tables to the spot. The 

waiter was standing up very straight, gazing into the air in front of 

him. Even in the shabby graceless livery which he wore a grace was 

mdent, and still more evident than his face w.-is his physical strength. 

He stood erect like a great column whicli it would need an earthquake 
to overthrow. ^ 

He s not the sort of man to meet on a dark night,” Battchilena 
observed negligently. 

Strickland corrected him. 

Not the sort of man for you to meet,” he said quiedy. 

Battchilena sat up in his chair. He stared at Strickland. A look 
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of insolence appc.ireJ upon his fncc. Certainly there was no hint oC 
alarm. 

“Why me more than anyone else?” he asked, with a note of 
cliallcnge. 

“ Because he was very interested in you.” 

Battchiicna looked again towards the door. He was puzzled, but 
no more than puzzled. He frowned in an effort of mcinorv and 
shook his head. 

“ No, I have never seen the mm before.” 

“ You .arc quite sure? ” 

“ Quite! ” 

“ Yet he was very interested in you,” Strickland repeated. ** For 
tny pare I h.ivc seen him before. In Burm.i.” 

And now the Spaniard’s face did lose its air of negligence. 

“ In Burma? And he w.vs watching me?” he whispered with a 
little catch of his breath, and he leaned forward. “ Bur, Colonel 
Strickland, I have never been in Burma in my life.” 

“No?” 

“No.” 

An unaccount.able hush had fallen upon that little group of people 
at the end of the table. A jest had surely turned imperceptibly into 
some momentous incident, a boot with the foils into a duel with 
swords. The two men leaning forward towards each otlier, the 
one apparently challenging, the other parrying, had made their 
friends just spectators in an auditorium and held them silent and 
brcatlilcss in a queer suspense. All of them, that is to say, except Mr. 
Ric.irdo, who by mc.ans of litdc ejaculations and restless movements 
evinced an mtention once more to take the floor. But Mad.amc 
Chrestoff, tlic Czecho-Slovakiaii pritiut dotUM from Illinois, shook a 
peremptory finger at him, and for the moment he subsided. 

“ 1 had better tell you how I came to sec that man,” said Strickland. 

“ If you please,” replied Battchiicna. 

“ It was in the jungle—close to Mogok.” 

The name of the little town clearly had no message for tlie Spaniard. 

“ Mogok, of course, means the ruby mines.” 

It might. Without doubt it did. But equally without doubt it 
meant nothing at all to Battchiicna. 

“ That man over there came to Mogok in search of a native, whose 
name, I think, was Manng H’la,” said Sfricklond; and thus to the 
third of Ariadne’s party fear came at the Semiramis Hotel that night. 
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The blood drained out of BattchiJcna’s face and lett u qrccn. I li'; 
lips so shook that he could not control them, became so dry that tlio 
words he meant to speak would not issue trom him. l ie spoke 
tlicm at last. There w’as no pretence of ignorance, or inJilTercnco 
any longer. He shot a secret glance towards the soil figure agaiU't 
the wall as he asked his question. 

DicihcfindMaungH lar’ Thercw.isalookofaiiguishinluseyes. 

“ I c.in’t answer you. I think he did. For Maung'H’kt was found 
two days later with lus neck broken, in the jungle.” 

Dattclnleiu shot hack in Ins ch.iir. He sat as though he had been 
turned to stone. Then, slowly and gropingly, whilst all watclicd him 
in suspense, his hands, trembling like die hands of a paralytic, travelled 
forward over the tablc-clodi. The>- touched the card ou which his 
name was written, fumbled widi it, dropped it and picked it up. 

“ Leon B.mcliilcn.i.” 

Written in thick blach ink on the white shiny strip of pasteboard 
the name stood out like relief work. Battcliilcn.! tore the card across 
once, and then a frenzy of destruction seized him. He tore it again 
and again and again, his long, thin fingers flickering like a maeJune, 
and htile whimpering noises bre.ikmg from Ins mouth. Strickl.md 
watched him svithout a movement. Never ha<l he seen a spectacle 
so degrading as this man’s surrender to pome, it hurt liiin actually. 
B was tile revelation of a flaw in die nature conunon to them all. a 
flaw which ought not to be. a flaw which vilified. But he never 
moved until the card lay shredded into tiny shuiing fragments on the 
lablc-clotli. Then he said remorselcsslv : 

Blit that $ of no use, Schor Baticliilena.” 

“Why?” 

Strickland felt himself a brute. He was hitting with a cudgel a 
Dun without defence—as that other had hit in the moonlit jungle. 
All the more reason, dicrcforc, to leave Battcliilcna no opportunity 
of cradling himself in a fool’s paradise. 

’ Because that waiter read your name. He stood bcliind you with 
die cigar-box in his hand and you took no notice. You were so 
busy talJung.” Strickland was not in the mood to be generous at that 
moment. He stood bcliind you for a full minute. His eyes were 

^cd upon your card-’* and with a curious jerk Battchilaia pitched 

forward, so that it seemed his face must strike the table. But he 
aught his head in iiis hands. Ransomc pouted out a glass of water 
from the watcr-botdc in front ofhim. 
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“ He will faint," said Madame Chrestoff. 

Battchilcna replied with a shake of his head. 

" No, no ! I am dizzy, that’s all. It’s the heat." 

He looked furtively behind him. In the contcr of the room, upon 
his left hand, there was a closed door. He stole a secret glance 
towards the waiter who still stood agauist the wall, immobile as a 
statue, staring into space. 

" It’s the heat.” he repeated. " I think I’ll get into the fresh air," 
.and with his bod) bent he whipped out of his chair. In a second he 
was gone. 

Outside the little group, in so quiet an undertone .and with such 
few gestures, except lor the space of time during which the Sp.aniard 
was tearing up his card, had this incident been conducted, no particular 
interest had been aroused. Madame Chrestoff was for making light 
of it. 

" Yes, it’s the heat. We shall see no more of Leon Dattchilcna 
tonight." 

" On the contrary," returned Strickland, “ we shall not see him 
licrc, but I think that we shall see him.” 

" I hope we shall," cried Ariadne gallantly. " Leon is a friend of 
mine. 

Strickland threw up his iiands in mock despair. 

" My dear," he retorted, " it will take the whole Day of judgment 
to sort out your friends, and 1 doubt if the work will be done then.’ 

" Be quiet, Strickland,” said Ariadne. 

He was quiet, and his quietude was Mr. Ricardo’s opportunity. 
But for once in a way he had something to relate and something 
which Strickland, above all, was anxious to hear. 

" I, too, have seen that waiter,” he said with the air of a man who 
would solve tills difficult mystery for them all in a second. " Yean 
ago ! Let me sec now! Ten years ago I saw him." 

" Where ? ” said Strickland in a flash. 

" In France," began Mr. Ricardo; but before he could say another 
word die little Frenchman was at his elbow, obsequious but insistent. 

" You take a liqueur, gentleman? Some fine champagne? Very 
good brandy. Yes? No? Then you take a cigar. 1 send my 
friend with the cigars to you. No? Please to say one word only* 
.md I send to you my friend with the cigan.” 

Was there just die slightest touch of menace in the tone of chat 
little ferret of a Frenchman. The words? You might take them 
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^ow you pleased. But there was no doubt how Mr. Ricardo took 
them. His face shut like a box. A lid had been sl.irnnicd down upon 
his experiences. 

No, no, It is a mistake, he exclaimed. " 1 see it now—a mere 
resemblance. No, I have not seen that man before.” 

And so to a fourth man fear had come at that dinner at the 
Scimramis Hotel. 

Strickland leaned back in his chair, disappointed. He could not in 
any case, however, pursue his inquiries. For the stmtonan voice rang 
out again, calling upon Mr. Julian Ransomc, M.P., to propose the 
toast of Your Chairman.” 


Ransomc made a short speech and made his mark with it. When 
he sat down tlic applause was louder in volume and more generous 
in tone than any which had been heard that evening. Strickland, 
with many vigorous nods, conveyed his congratulations to Ariadne! 
With Lord Culalia’s no less brief reply, the dinner broke up. But as 

they were leaving the banquetmg-room Ransomc drew StnckJand 
aside. 


I can t go on witli you,” he said. ” I must go back to the House. 
1 have promised the Whips. There will be four or five Divisions 
after twelve. Will you look after Ariadne? " 

" Of wurse,” said Strickland. ” Will you see her and Madame 
Chrcstoflinto iny car? III be down in a moment.'* 

Strickland lingered behind to speak to the nmire d’hotcl. Hc 
slipjx-d a five-pound note into his hand. 

"There was a big waiter here to-night. He carried the cigars 
round. Can you toll me anything about him? ** 

The tnalfrt d'holcl spread out his hands. 

But, monsieur, I know nothing about liim, not even Im name, 
not even his face. He is not upon our regular staff. Consider .1 
h«lc 1 We arc in the middle of the season. We have three public 
dinners at the Semiramis Hotel every night. So we go to an .agency 
forwaitcn. See, I give you the address, tt is in Shaficsbtir)'Avenue. 
U e ring up the agaicy in the morning and we say, ' We want so 
rnany waiten for to-night, and sec that their hands arc clean and that 
they arc not drunk ! ’ " He gazed round the empty room, in which a 
jew men of the permanent staff were already clearing the tables. 

See, they arc all gone. I camiot help you. But at the address I 
give you they will know.” 

Strickland fetched his hat and coat and ran down the stairs to the 
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entrance. Ariadne and Madame Chrestoflf were already seated iit 
Kis car. He g.wc die address of the club to the chauffeur and took bis 
pl.icc opposite to them. For a few moments they drove in silence 
through die street. Then Ari,idnc leaned forward. 

‘■Jolin, I think you were a brute to-night to my friend Leon,” she 
s.iid repro.ichfully. 

“ I don’t think so,” he replied gently. ” Battcliilcna was of your 
party. Therefore he w.is sate Jrom me. What 1 did I think I had 

to do. I think, too, liiat you’ll agree with me before diis night’s 

^ ** 
out. 

For of one thing he was cert.iin—Dattchdena must at once take 
counsel with Corinuc. 
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CHAPTER XT 


CORINNE 

The liphH in the siJc-lamps upon the walls and in the great crystal 
chandelier overhead waned and wait our. and widi their extinction 
tlic clamour of voices died away. Then from an upper gallery a 
beam, mellow and warm and thick as a column, struck down into 
the dark cavern of the room and lit up a small square arena enclosed 
by the supper-tables, turning it into a box of gold. A single cliord, 
violent and imperative like a summons to surrender, burst from the 
orchestra, and in that glowing space, now stood Corinne and her 
dancing p.-irtncr. 

“ Well? ” said Ariadne, with a smile of pride to John Strickl in-.l. 
They were sitting in the iLirkness at a table by the door. 

** Yes,” he answered. ” She is lovely.” 

Corinne stood slenderly erect in her shining wijp of frock, her 
small face uplifted like a flower, her feet together, her slim .inns out¬ 
stretched, as tliough she hung upon a cross. She was a couple of 
years older than Ariadne, and in the very perfection of her delic.ite 
beauty; her fair head shingled and sleek, her fine nose just a trifle 
uplifted, her mouth made for kisses. In that radiant light her throat 
and shoulders were like snow at the rising of the sun and gleamed with 
the sheen of satin. She was tall ;ind long-limbed, with ankles and 
feet and liands seemingly as fragile as glass. For her dress she wore an 
orange-coloured frock of shining tissue, with a narrow girdle of silver 
below her waist. It oudincd her small, firm brc.isrs, and fell in 
straight lines to the knees, where it was fringed witli a double row of 
ostrich feathers. Her slim legs and feet were slicathed in white 
stockings and satin slippers, on tlie toes of which diamond buckles 
sparkled and danced. Otherwise she wore no jewels, not a ring, not 
a bracelet, not a pendant. As she stood there in tint flood of radiance, 
soigii^c, polished from head to foot, joyous, at her c.isc, she secincd to 
combine the luxury of an orchid with the health of a rose. 

My! exclaimed young Madame Chrestoff in a low voice of 
admiration. ‘ She’sjust a lovclyglcamingplaythingin a golden box.'* 
Yes, Strickland replied dryly. “ It is quite diiricuJt to believe 
that it is she who plays and we who do the dancing.” 
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“ Be quiet. ‘=>»rickljn<i ! ” said Ariadne, 

Wiih one liquid movement, Corinne sank in a curtsy and rose 
acain erect. Then the orchestra struck into a t.tngo, and with her 
partner die began to dance, pacuig dcUcatcly, the slippers poititcd, the 
insteps .irehetf. ih.e body lithe so that each movement and gesture 
mehed inm the next: "as though she npplcd rather than danced. 
The time quickened, the measure of the music changed. Now 
Corinne w.dked sedately in a one-step, now she spun like a Bacchante 
crowned with grapes in a divine abandonment of passion—round and 
round nil it seemed slic must he Bung against the tables to fall bruised 
.and br.'ken upon the floor. But she did not fall. In a moment slic 
was waltziii*' with her partner languorously, swooning in his arms, 
her f iir head drooped, her eyes full of sleep hctw’ccn lialf-closcd lids. 
With a laugh she escaped from him. dien returned to him. giving all 
and keeping all. 

Madame Chrestoff clapped her hands. 

“ That Jane may kick my Scalylum puppy dawg with her little 
satin slippers if she wants to." she whispered fervently; and admira¬ 
tion found tluis at last its supreme expression. 

But there were others in that club, of course. It is tlie artist, 
looking back upon that drudgery which is the prelude to acliievcmcnt, 
who nmst generously appreciates perfect execution in one of beaur>'’s 
other forms. So while Madame Chrestoff applauded, otlicrs, and 
especially those who had never attempted anything more difficult 
than a criticism, were at pains to attenuate Corinne’s success. 
Comments reached the party at the table by the door. 

" My dear, it’s wonderful what Gran has done for her! A couple 

of yc.irs ago she was a stick. i i n 

“ Yes, wasn’t she ? Pretty, of course, but as stiff as a jointed doll. 

Oh, Gr,in has taught her cvcitything." 

Gran, certainly, though he appeared to efface himself, was always 
at her Jhouldcr. He set the step, he caught and supported her, he 
lifted her above his head and whirled her in flashing circles as thougli 
she w-is of no more weight than one of the ostrich feathers at the hem 
of her dress. No doubt he had taught her everything, but the best 
of masters must have the best of pupils if supreme success is to be 
achieved; and the glory of the one is the glory of the other. As if to 
confound the detractors. Gran now stepped aside in a comer of the 
arena and left Corinne to dance alone. 

It was whibt she was dancing alone that Strickland found the final 
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secret of her triumph. Lovely she was—yes! Graceful siic was¬ 
hes! Exquisite and decorous—yes. But so were others. \\ li. t 
sit had—the especial, particular, necessary quality required to set her 
wlorreshc was—was an amazing reserve, somehow retained, somchoss- 
manifest even when she whirled like a dervish. 


That s it, Ariatlne, I chink,” he s.iid in a low voice as he watched. 


I mean she belongs to herself all the time. .She will curtsy to \ ou. 
smile at you, dance for you, make you a present of her beauts- .uul 
her grace, but she is not yours—no, not tor a moment—and you know 
it. She 15 her owm.” 


Ariadne looked away towards Corinne with thoughtful csO' 
Then she looked again at Strickland. 

” What then of Leon? ” she asked. 


Strickland had forgotten Battchiicna altogether during the last half- 
hour. He considered her theory from th.it new angle. 

" Battchiicna,” he said, ” is probably an ineidont.” 

Ariadne laughed, and the next moment the room was ringing with 
applause. Corinne had finished her pertormancc. She stood quite 
still in the golden light, as fresh and unruffled, with her face and white 
shoulders as cool, her breath as steady, as before she had begun lo 
dance at all. The lovely gleaming plaything of Madame Chrcvtoffl's 
description, with a stamp of race. We call it race for want of a 
better name. But Jenny, the postman’s daughter, has it sometimes, 
visible to the very tips of her fingers, whilst my Lady in the Chase 
up on the hill as often as not deplores her clumsy knees and thick 
artiailations before her mirror, and would give half her ancestry for 
a share of it. From whatever gutter Corinne sprang, she had all of 
Jenny s and iny Lady’s absent share into the bargain. With a bow to 
her partner, and a smile of thanks for her audience, she curtsied once 
more. The lights went up again; the orchestra rushed into a fox-trot, 
the company rushed into the arena and then Jumped and Jostled, and 
jigged and bumped, like a crowd of mixed sea-bathers at Margate. 

Through that crowd Corinne made her slow w.iy to Ari.uinc’s 
ublc. She dropped into a chair, was introduced to Madame 
Chrestoffand Strickland, and took a glass of champagne. The due 
and very sincere compliments were paid; and before they were done 
with, Battchiicna was amongst them. But a different Battchilcn.i. 
His face was mottled and flushed, his gait unsteady. As Ariadne 
made room for him on the bench against the wall, he seized the 
dumpagne bottle by the neck and filled a glass to the brim. In ^ 




]o\v voice lie began to talk very quickly with a slobbering mouth, 
i ic talked to Coriiiiic, and Corinne drew Ariadne into their 
conversation. 


Scrickl.tnd looked across the table at Madame ChrestoJf. 

“ We .are rather out of it for the moment,” he said, and he looked 
tow.irds the enclosure. ” bli.ill we plunge in? ” 

The tioiiihi was on her lcg.s before he h.id fuiishcd his question. 

“ Colotic! Strickl.uid, mv feet have been achin" for vou to ask me 
that questKsn.” 

They left the tlircc people engrossed in their debate and, watching 
for ilieir opportunity, insinuated themselves into the hic/iV. 

” It’s fierce work,” s.iid M.id.unc ChrestofF, her face radiant, ” but 
I adore it.” 


'■ Yes. It must be so dirterenr from the amusements of your native 
t its, I’raguc.” said Strickland, as he swung her clear of the t.ibles and 
an icc-buckct. 

Madame Clircstoff gurgled. 

” The only thing to say to you, sir, is the only thing Ari.idnc ever 
says to you : * Be quiet, Strickland.’ ” 

“ Mamie, you can’t say it on so short an acqu.iintance;” 

She gave her history whilst they danced. A meagre purse, a heart 
full of ambition, some years of study at Milan and Rome, a foreign 
name as the absolute sine qiin non, and at last the debut at Monte Carlo 
which dung open for her the opera houses of die world. 

Success when you’re young’s a pcacli,” said Strickland. ” When 
you’re old id’s a mcdl.ir.” 

The prinift donna dropped her voice. 

“ Talking of success,” she nodded her head toivards their table by 
die door, ” is there real trouble over there? ” 

Yes. 

■' Danger, even? ” 

” Yes.” 

” Cm I do anything? ” 

Strickland burst out roughly. 

“ My God, no! ” 

“ I wish I could,” said the singer wistfully. ” That girl 1 Lovely; 
.and the loveliness wasn’t got without work. Lots of it. Dull, tire¬ 
some. The same stupid thing over and over again until it’s right. 
And dicn it*5*oiily right for to^ay. It’s got all to be done again in 
the momiug. Say, you are sure I c.m’t do anything? ” 
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Quite. 
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The music stopped. They walked back to dicir table. As they 
itached it, Ariadne put out a hand and cauqht liim bv the sleeve 
John Strickland, where did you learn to d.uicc like that? ” 

So slie had been watching him, even whiht she bilked. His lu irt 
jumped up into his throat with a duttcr and his br.iins jumped out of 
the window. In his exuliatioti he uttered the lirst idiocy which 
came into his head. 


" All amongst the tigers in die jungle," he cried. 

Batichilena started back with a sort of yelp, whilst Ariadne threw 
up her hands in despair. But presendy in spite of her eft'orts, she 
began quietly to laugli. 

“ My dear," she said sympathetically, " this isn’t your night out, 
is it ? If there’s a gaffe which you can possibly make, you nuke it at 
once, don't you ? Now be quiet! ” 

She turned back and resumed her conference. Strickland on ihi-. 
occasion needed no injunction to keep lum quiet. For when his 
eyes fell upon Connne he was shocked. Battchilciu had told his 
story of the Scmir.miis dinner by now, and no doubt all die secret 
history of it, only dimly surmised by StrickJ-and. And the story had 
worked havoc with Corinne’s delicate be.auty. Her face was 
pinched and so white bcncadi her rouge that she Kxskcd like a painted 
doll, her eyes were haggard with terror, cvai her fair hair seemed to 
liavc lost its lustre. The glamour was gone from her. She sat in the 
dainty accoutrements of Corinne the diicer, a poor soul shivering m 
dismay. 

Strickland w.as moved to great pity. There was a gruesome two- 
sided picture painted by some forgotten Italian in tlic era of the 
Renaissance which he liad once seen in a country house. It swung 
upon a Iiingc against the wall, and showed you a girl in the pride of 
her beauty, decked out in fine clothes and jewels. But swing the 
picture round, and there was that which in a few years s!io must come 
to. Her jewels still sparkled and her hand-minor remained unbroken 
to mock, but the face was a hideous skull with a blackened gaping 
mouth and one dead glaucous eye clinging in its socket like the eye of 
a fish ! Strickland was reminded of tliat picture now as he gazed 
upon Corinne, and by some freak of his imagination, beliind her die 
air seemed to thicken and grow soUd and shape itself darkly into a 
giant figure. Behind her, towering over her, stood the spectral 
avenger with the club, even as in the flesh he had towered over 
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Batcthilcna. But now Ariadne’s head was bent close to Corinne’s. 
The blow which felled one of them must smite also the other; 
and though Strickland knew that vision to be no more than a mirror 
reflecting his fears, he could hardly repress a cry. 

Some words, however, were spoken more loudly which recalled 
him to his senses. 

“ Cuiolla? ” Battchilcna suggested. 

Corinne shook her head. 

" He ne ver comes near me. He is here now, across die room, a 
stranger.” 

Ariadne shrugged her shoulders. 

” A caprice,” she said. “ It will pass.” 

but Corinne would not have it. 

” More than a caprice. Culalla is after all in the middle of his 
c.irecr. He doesn’t want—trouble. He doesn’t want to miss the 

boat. He dropped me at once after that evening at Greymark-” 

Slic looked round, fearing that she had been overheard, and resumed 
in a lower voice, ” I don’t believe that he has spoken tsvo sentences 
to me since.” 

Culalla! So he was concerned too, and in just the same way, it 
seemed, as Ari.adne I Through friendship with Corinne. But he 
had had the wisdom to lop that friendship off, without a second’s 
delay. Strickland glanced across the room to where he sat at his 
favourite table surrounded by his bodyguard. If ever Strickland 
had nursed a doubt that Ariadne, with her impetuous loyalty, needed 
a sendncl at her door, the doubt was gone now. 

Ariadne leaned forward and touched his sleeve. 

” Will you dance with me? ” 

■■ Like a feather.” 

'■ Perhaps,” said she. 

But as soon as they had moved away to the dancing space the 
amusement died out of her face. 

” I want to t.iik to you, Jolui." 

” In a second.” 

For the first time in two years he held Ariadne in his arms and the 
moment was too wondrous to be spoilt by any debate. His blood 
throbbed in his veins aud clamoured at his cars. He could feel the 
beat of her heart against his breast. Her Ups were witliin such easy 
reach of his, her hand rested on his shoulder, they moved as one. 

“John, you arc asleep,” she cried indignantly. 
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“ I am very wide awake> my dear,” he whispered, ” but in a new 
and wonderful world. However, 1 am coining back. Here I am. 
Fire iwav! ” 

" Garinne’s scared out of her wits.” 

“ I know.” 

‘‘ Do you know why, too? ” 

” I can only guess. It’s because the man who followed and killed 
Maung H’la may now be following her.” 

Anadne nodded her head. 

“ I see. You were warning Uattchileiu at the Semiramis? ” 

•‘Yes.” 

** Will you do more than warn? ” 

” Of course. What else am I on earth for? ” 

She gave his arm a little squeeze. 

But it’s Coriime, not me, that you must help.” 

So he hoped with all his soul and without one small spark of faith. 
But he would not admit his disbelief. 

“Isn’t Corinne your friend?” he asked, as tliough iliat were 
answer enough. 

Ariadne threw off the load of her anxict)'. She drew a long breath 
of relief and by it Strickland was thanked beyond all measure of 
thanks due. 

The music stopped at that moment. 

“ Wait! ” said Ariadne. “ The orchestra will go on again. I 
have something more to say to you.” 

There was a clapping of hands and the inevitable encore was con¬ 
ceded. The floor was less crowded now. It was easier to move 
without jostling one’s neighbours or being jostled by them. But 
though movement was easier, Ariadne found speech more difficult. 

“ You see,” she faltered, “ you must help me. For Leon is of no 
use.” 

“ He’ll run to ground,” replied Strickland. 

“ 1 think he will,” Ariadne agreed. “ And besides_” 

She was at a loss. Honesty was native to her. She w.is absolute! y 
clear that these words must get themselves spoken. Yet how was slic 
to speak them without wounding the friend who served her friend 
for^hcr? Strickland solved her dilemma by speaking them himself. 

" Besides, Julian Ransomc must be kept outside the whole of this 

entanglement. Heaven knows what will come of it! But whatever 
comes it can only do him harm.” 
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llus what she h.^*i ui mind. But when she heard it said, she 
.stopped and lowered her head, as if charging her friend with the 
service wliich she might with more reason have claimed from her 
lover, hrought with it some reproach and shame. 

“ Tiiank you, Jolin,” she said in a small voice. 

H.ul site looked up at th.it moment she would have seen upon her 
friend’s face such a stratige light, such a passion ot gladness as would 
liavc startled her. The dim menace which had so disturbed his nights 

and filled his davs will: fear had taken on in tliis last minute a new 
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complexion. Afraid ot ;t? He welcomed it! There was a secret 
now which he sh.ircd with her and Irom which young Ransomc was 
excluded, help to he given by him, peril to be averted by him, whilst 
Rapionic wal!;cd apart. 

But very qunkl\ shame touched Sirickl.md as a moment ago it had 
touched Ariadne. He sought to make amends. Tlicrc wore a few 
words of praise which all that evening he had known would give her 
great pleasure, yet which he had reframed from uttering. He 
repaired this omission now. 

“ Listen. Ariadne,” he said earnestly as she prepared to resume the 
dance. ” I heard Ransomc speak to-night. I'll be frank with you. 
I was surprised. Tlicrc was a ring of authority in his voice for which 
1 wasn’t prepared. And yet a modesty went with it. What he had 
to say, too. was just what was wanted, and it was said in just the right 
phrases. I seemed to see a different man from the one I knew, bigger 
altogether. I ought not to have been surprised. For I have seen 
the same thing so often in my own calling—men who outside their 
work were no more than other men, and yet in tlicir work were 
suddenly transfigured, became in an instant men who led and were 
followed with confidence.” 

For a little while Ariadne remained with her eyes bent upon the 
ground. Then she flung back her head. ” Come, Strickland, what 
arc you thinking about? Let us dance ! ” she cried. But she had not 
taken more than half a dozen steps before she added in a low and very 
tender voice: 

” My dear, if I didn’t love Julian, I should adore you.” 

The dance ended. The company in the room had thiimcd; 
half of the supper tables were now unoccupied. Leon BattcliUcna 
had already disappeared; Madame Chrcslolf had risen and was 
arranging her cloak about her shoulders. Ariadne detained Strick¬ 
land as they approached her table. 

66 



“ You have four car here? " 

" Yes,” said he. ^ 

You will go with Madame ChrciiofT to die entrance and see her 
into her car. Then you will c.ill up yours; and whiKc you are doing 
iliat, you will notice, won’t you, wherher .inyone is watching in the 
street?” 

There was no need for her to define whom she meant by ” anyone.”’ 

Meanwhile we sh-ill wait in the corridor. Ot course, there may 
be nothing in Corinne’s fears at aD. We may laugh at them 
tOHnorrow.” 
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CHAPTER XTl 


CORINNE’S DOLL’S HOUSE 

Strickland watclicd the red t.iil-lii'lu of M.idamc ChrC'tofF’s car 
dwindle rapidly. Sonic ten or fifteen yards away a line of other cars 
waited against the kerb. But the pavetnent in front of the entrance 
to the Club was clear, and no one was loitering across the road. 
The one likely hiding-place was the line of motor-cars with their 
confiLsing limps and their close proximity. Strickland walked 
slowly along the line. His big waiter was not lurking anywhere 
amongst them. He returned down the line again until he reached 
his own car. 

“ Draw up to the entrance quietly and at once,” he said in a low 
voice, and only when the car was in position there, .and out of earshot 
of the remaining chautfeurs, he gave his instructions. 

“ Drive ofl as quickly as you can, as soon as die door is shut. Cross 
Bond Street, and the top end of Berkeley Square, continue along 
Mount Street, and turn to the right up South Audlcy Street. But 
slow down as soon as you have turned into South Audlc\- Street, 
and be ready to act at once on any order.” 

Then Strickland turned to the commissionaire. 

” Have the door of the car open when we come out.” 

” Very well, sir.” 

The entrance to the Club was at the end of a roofed passage. But 
as he re-entered the passage, he saw the two girls in their cloaks 
huggled against the wall in the very mouth of it. He made a sign 
to the commissionaire, who stood with the door already open an 1 
the carriage-wrap across his arm. The two girls flashed across the 
pavement like a trail of glittering sparks and leaped into the car. 
Strickland followed upon their heels. He snatched the wrap from 
the commissionaire and dropped a tip into his palm. The door 
closed with a snap .and on the instant the car glided smoothly away. 

Ari.idne laughed out loud with a throb of joyous excitement in her 
throat. 

” We’re off! ” she cried with tlic high spirit of an explorer setting 
forth upon some great adventure. Corinne, on the contrary, huddled 
in tlic comer of the car, put out an imploring hand. 
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Turn out the lights, will you? 
fear. “ Oh, please! We arc as 
ease. 


” she pleaded iii an extremity of 
visible as if we were in a glass 


Smcklond leaned forward to the little switch by Connnc*s elbow. 

I am sorry. I should have thought of that.” he s.iid. and the 
next moment the interior of the car was in darkness. 

Thank you,” said Corimie with a gasp of relief as she threw opcjj 
her cloak. 

The car ran noiselessly along Bruton Street and .across Berkeley 
Square. At times the light of a street lamp sparkled for a moment 
on the gold embroidery of Ariadne’s dress, or glimmered on the 
white throat and bosom of Corinne. At the comer of Mount Street 
Corinne asked suddenly: 

“ Arc we being followed? ” 

Strickland, from hb chair facing them, looked out tltrough tlic 
small glass panel in the back of the limousine. 

No. 

“ Not cvai by a bicycle? . . . Bicycles arc used.” 

Strickland concealed a smile. Bicycles were certainly used by the 
touts of the private inquiry agents whose sordid business it was to 
obtain particulars as to where and with whom this wife or th.u 
husband disposed of her or his evenings. He was not surprised that 
Corinne should be aware of the practice. 

” No bicycle b following us.” 

At the corner of South Audicy Street the car turned northwards 
and its speed was reduced. 

Ariadne has given me your address. But we shall p.ass your 
house and go as far as Grosvenor Square," he explained. ” Then if 
we see no one—suspicious—we shall drive round the garden in die 
middle of the square and return.” 

Corinne raised her hand to her heart. 

Then you, too, are sure-" she began. 

He waited for her to be more explicit, but she said no more. She 

wanted help, but it must be by a hand stretched out of the dark and 
into the dark. 

I am not sure, * he replied. ” I am only taking precautions. 
Let me watch I ” ^ b i' 

Hb eyes roved from side to side as the car moved forward. He 
MW nothing more alarming than a man in evening dress with hb 
overcoat across hb arm, a policeman, and a group of young people 
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gctiiiig into cars and cabs in front of a lighted house from which 
music streamed, 

“ It’s all right,” he said. 

The car swung round the square .uid returned. Ou its eastern side 
the street is broken bv a broad blind alley. On one side of this alley 
stretches a long and low-roofed chapel, on the other a great shop with 
its warehouse. At die bottonris a big gate behind which stretches 
a public garden, and in the corner, by the side of this gate, stands a 
■vinall, square, flat house like a doll’s house. It is paintejl wlxitc, and 
the door and the window^ are picked out in black, and with the long 
eniptv chapel upon one side, and the empty warehouse on the other, 
.ind die empty locked garden behind, it was, at this hour of die 
morning, as lonely as a farm in the country. Strickland’s car swept 
into this blind alley and stopped as near as it could to the small black 
door. But die great lengtli of its body prevented it from drawing up 

“ Give me your latch-key ! ” he said to Corinne. 

Corimic took it from her hand-bag and thrust it into his liand. 

” The switch in the hall is on die left-hand side by tlie door,” she 
said. 

Strickkind shook his head. 

” I shan’t turn die light on until you are .all in the house and the 
door closed.” 

Ariadne Ic.incd forward. 

" Then you did see-" she began. 

” No one,” Strickland interrupted her. ” But the door’s narrow. 
We can only enter one .it a time. If 1 switch the light on, each one 
in turn will be oudined black against it like one of tliose old daguerreo¬ 
types. I shall leave the door of the car open. As soon as the door of 
the house is open, too, come as quickly as you can, one behind the 
other.” 

The two girls watched him descend, without haste and yet with 
remarkable speed. With the same neat celerity he crossed to the 
door, found the tiny keyhole, into which rfiat thin Yale key fitted, 
and noiselessly opened it For a moment he stared into the dark, 
narrow pass.igc—immobile, listening. Ariadne’s eyes darted this 
way and that about the alley. It was curious how fear clutched 
suddenly at her heart and took her breath away as she watched 
Strickland standing upon the one shallow step, a target tor the poorest 
of mark^en, whether hidden within the house or outside in the 
■shadows of the alley; and how deep the relief which made her toss 
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back her head with a low btigh, when he wlmpcrcd, " Now,” and 
stepped within the dorr. 

“ Run, Corinne ! ” >he urged. “ I'il follow you.” 

Corinne needed no urging. She lud nine or ten y.irds to traverse, 
and Strickland had a fancy th.it light itself could not h.avc tr.xvellcd 
more swiftly tlwn Corinne. As soon .as Ariadne h.avi followed, he 
closed the door, but so smoothly that not die slightest click of the 
latch was heard, not the tiniest jar felt. For a few moments they stood 
together holding their breath, listening, widi every sense alert, and 
hearing the darkness throb about them like the beat of their own 
hearts. Strickland felt Ariadne’s hand slip m under his elbow and 
lighten upon liis anii. 

Turn on the light, Corinne,” he said in a composed and quiet 
voice, and the crystal pendant shone bright above their heads. He 
gave back to her her latch-key. 

‘‘ Thank ) ou,” she said, and she moved forward to a door upon die 
left lund. It was a ti.irrow passage, with the walls distempered in 
white and the door whicli Corinne approached painted black. 
Srrickkmd turned back to Ariadne. 

You would.” he said, with a smile of appreciation. 

” Do what? ” she asked. 

” Follow last of all, masking her, so that if there should be any 
ilanger, it must be you whom it would uke.” 

Ariadne wrinkled her nose at him. 

Be quiet, Strickland,” she said, and then with a change of voice, 
“ Look! ” 

Corinne had turned the handle of that left-hand door and had 
pushed it till it stood just a trifle ajar. She was hesitating now upon 
the threshold and threw a wavering glance back towards her 
companions. 

The light-switch is across the room by the fireplace,” she faltered. 

** I’ll turn it on,” said Strickland. 

He drew Coriruie away and opened the door wide, pressing it 
back against the wall of the room, lest anyone should be liiding there. 
Then he crossed to the fireplace and turned on the light. The room 
ran the depth of the house, a general living-room, with a smallish 
oval mahogany dining-ublc in the back part. Corinne picked up a 
match-box from the mantelshelf and knelt in front of the hearth. 

‘ I am cold,” she said, with a shiver. 

She struck a match and lit the fice, and sat back upon her heels 
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WMtching the fl.imcs leap up. But she was listening, too, with her 
cverv fibre tense. 


“ Shall I go over the house with you? ” Strickland asked. 

Corinne sprang up gratefully. 

“ Oh, th.mk you ! ” 

She turned to Ariadne. “ Do you mind? You will be safe here.” 
But Strickhind was not so lightly satisfied. For all that he knew, 
there might be danger in that house to-night for all of them. 


No,” he said. “ We’ll keep together.” 


They <lescended into the basement, the two girls following upon 


Strickland's heels, whilst Corinne directed him to the various switches 


tor the electric light. Strickland explored every cranny, even to the 
cellar across die area. Then, locking and bolting the door, he 
returned at the head of the tiny procession to the level of the street. 
” There arc two floors above,” he said. 


Coriimc explained the geography of the doll’s house. 

” Yes. On the top floor my maid and the cook sleep. Below 
them arc my bedroom, bathroom, and a little drawing-room.” 

” Let us have a look at them,” said Strickland, and very quietly 
he led the way upstairs. 

Coriiutc’s bedroom w.as stretched .across the front of die house. 


It was hung with pale blue silk, embroidered with gold, and with its 
head to the side of the house, stood a broad, low gold bed of ancient 
Italian make, mounted upon a dais. A coverlet of blue silk, brocaded 
with gold and hung with heavy golden tassels, lay upon it. A dress¬ 
ing-table of satin-wood stood across the comer of the room by the 
windows, so gay with dainty implements of steel and ivory and 
tortoiseshell, with handles of gold and amber and jade; so loaded with 
little pots of rouge and big bowls of powder, with lipsticks and harc’s- 
fcct, and brushes and combs; so encumbered with essences of every 
kind of perfume, and every kind of colour, from the deep indigo of 
cliyprc to the goldcn-browm of amber, treasured in adorable bottles 
of fantastic shapes; that surely the very Goddess of Beauty herself 
must slip down from the skies whilst Corinne slept, and tire and 
prink herself before that mirror. A thick blue carpet covered the 
floor; an exquisite praying-rug from Turkestan was spread before 
the dressing-table; another, of white angora, stood beside the dais. 

Whilst they were still standing in the doorway of this room Strick¬ 
land asked Corinne to mount the final flight of stain, and call her 
maid and her cook, to make sure that they occupied their rooms. 
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You will be within view of u«.” he said. 

Corinne ascended and roused her servants. Each of them ^ red 
in turn, sleepily, and after an imer\-al. During that interval Ariadne 
turned back into the bedroom. 

•< * lovt’ly, John, isn t it? ” she said in an enthusiastic undertone. 

“ Yes,” John agreed dr)'ly. ” Elizabeth Clutter must have Spent 
a small fortune on this room.” 

Ariadne jumped. Nothing was less expected by her th.ui this 
retort. 


‘John,” she whispered indignantly. 

John for once remained unawed by her indignation. He continued 
calmly, never raising his voice sufficiently for Corinne. talking with 
her servants on the staircase above, to hear him r 

” And if Elizabeth Clutter’s money had to be restored in a hurrv, 
all these pretty amenities would fetch at the most a fifth of what thev 
cost." 

Ariadne looked at him quickly. He had promised to help. and. 
without a doubt, would help to the last ounce of his blood. Uiit 
there was a quiet note in his voice which warned her that he did not 
mean to help with a bandage over his eyes. Ceruinly he would 
have to know all that they knew. Already, indeed—and slie broke 
off in her reflections to ask herself how much already he did know. 
She heard Corinne turn upon the stairs behind her. 

” Don't ask any quesdons to-night ! ” she pleaded. ” Corinne $ 
at the end of her wits with terror. There may be no reason for it. 
We shall know to-morrow, and you’ll do what she asks. Oh, a tmy 
thing! Then, if there is reason, she shall tell you all th.u we have to 
tell you. I promise.” 

John Strickland accepted the compact at once. He had, indeed, 
hardly lime for another word before Corinne rejoined them. They 
examined the bathroom behind the bedroom and the little drawing¬ 
room overlooking the gardens at the back of that. There was no 
intruder in the house that night; and they returned to the room on the 
level of the street. There the fire was now blazing cheerfully. 
Corinne was, so far as this night was concerned, reassured, and it was 
not within her nature to look very far ahead. She lit a cigarette, 
poured out a whisky and soda apiece, and said, with an attempt at 
gaiety as she dropped into a chair beside the fire: 

Now, let us hold a council of war.” 

Strickland drank some of his whisky and soda. 
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" No,” he rctoniccl qukdy. ” The council of war can waic until 
to-uioiTow. To-iught I take my instructiom.” 

Indocil. that was just all that Coriimc intended. Ariadne’s friend 
was to take his instructions, .although he was to be flattered by the 
illusion th.at his advice would be of enormous value. She was 
accustomed to a tribe of young men who bustled about for licr on 
unimportant errands, without asking undesirable questions. She had 
nursed a conviction chat Ariadne’s friend would fall into (he same 
category ; .uid a sullen look upon her face showed her disappointment. 

Ariadne smiled. 

” My dear, .ill the men who arc of any use to us arc very, very 
trouhlc'onts', aggr.ivating people,” she said. ” We have got to put 
up with that. Shall I tell lum the liide dung we w’ant him to do? ” 

” Please,” s.iiJ Corinne sulkily. 

Ariadne turned to Strickland. 

‘‘ We want you to find out to-morrow morning that dreadful man 
who dined in the midst of us at the Semiramis." 

Strickland nodded. 

” Mr. Ricardo.” 

“ Yes. We w.int you to get Irom him precisely when and where 
he saw that big waiter ten years ago. In a word, you must make liim 
tell you what he wa.s on the point ol telling us all, when the toast¬ 
master interrupted lum by c;dling upon Julian.” 

Strickland glanced swiftly at Ariadne and as swiftly away again. 

It was the venomous little Frenchman, not die toast-master at all, 
who h.id frozen upon Mr. Ricardo’s tongue the story he was flutter¬ 
ing to tell. Ariadne had not noticed that. But there was nothing 
to be gained by adding to-night one new item of perplexity and fear 
to die burden they already liad to carry. It would be time enough 
to-morrow to consider at what point the litdc Frcncliman fitted into 
the puzzle. 

” I’ll try to make him tell me,” Strickland answered, and, at die 
idmission that he might not succeed, Corinne clapped her hands 
together in a passion of entreaty. 

‘‘ But you must succeed, you must I ” she cried. “ You see, that 
man, our enemy—lie's in the dark, hidden away, moving at liis 
pleasure. We arc out in the daylight—Leon .md I. We stand in full 
view, like people lied hand and foot to stakes and blindfolded—people 
to be executed, waiting helplessly to be executed ”—and she wrung 
her hands together, whilst a wild light of terror glittered in her eyes. 
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rii do uiy very b«t for you. Coriiiiic," lie said gravely. “ Wc 
lud better meet somewhere after I have seen this man.” 

Will you and Ari.xdne lunch here r ’ Corinnc suggested, uiiJ 
Strickland shook his head and cned, '* No ! ” with a fervour wliith he 
instantly regretted. 

He was possessed suddenly by an overpowering reluctance to cat 
bread and salt in that house which had belonged to Eliz.ibcth Clutter, 
with Corinnc for his liostcss. beautiful .as she was, aimisins, no doubt, 
as she could be. Aniedjluvian to be sure ! But tliat outburst of' 
Corinne’s. as of a woman in a panic, the working lumds, the tortured 
look upon her face, the vision of herself bound to a stake—all h.id, 
to Strickland's thinking, some uncomfortable semblance to a con¬ 
fession of guilt. There flashed through his mind a susgestion whicli 
had been made to liiin by Angus Trevor in the editorial office of The 
Ptaine, forgotten until this moment. 

'■ You won't lunch here? ” 


Corinnc was looking at him widi dismay. Happily lie had a 
sound excuse ready to liis hand. 

“ If we have an aicniy, let us not be in a hurry to tell him we arc 
aware of it, lie argued. “ If he’s in die dark, v.’e'll take to the 
shadows, too. That’s wisdom, isn’t it? JLct me diink for a 
moment! ” He gazed for a litdc while into the fire. 

This is the way. Each of you, at a quarter-past twelve, must pick 
up a taxi in the street, and not the first taxi tliat offers—and each one 
scparalcly. You will drive across Putney Bridge, and there I’ll be 
waiting for you in a car. We li lunch in die country, .and as we 
lunch I’ll make my report. Is that agreed ? " 

Both Ariadne and Corinnc said “ Yes,” and Strickland rose at once 
to his feet. 

“ It is Utc.” 


But Corinnc moved more quickly to die door than he did. Terror 
again possessed her. She barred the way with arms outstretched, 
and one moment she commanded, and the next she pleaded, and her 
wavering, up and down the scale of fear. 

*’ Don’t leave me yet! You can’t! If you do, I shaU crouch here 
till monitng.” 

Strickland stepped to the window, tore the heavy curtains aside 
and raised the blind. The morning lud come. A pure, clear light, 
without colour or radiance, welled into the room and tlic 
lustres garish. Strickland threw up the sash, and mch bustling 
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IIK-Iodjcs of blackbird and thrush crowded in through the open 
window, and rose to the ceiling and beat upon the walls, as made 
Ariadne fancy that the birds must be aware tlicy had only an hour or 
so before the horns would begin to hoot and the roar of traffic to 
drown all their music. 

Corinne herself threw back her licad and drew a long breath of 
relief. 

" Yes,” she said, a smile at last softening her face. ” I h.\ve no right 
to keep you. It was kind of \ ou both to have stayed with me so 

long." 

She took up her clo.ik, whilst Strickland closed the window again. 

■ You shall go upstairs.” he said. “ We will wait until you liavc 
locked your door.” 

They heard her turn tlic key and let themselves out of the house. 
Ariadne hitched her cloak about her shoulders and throat with a 
shiver of cold, as she got into the car. But the car li.id hardly passed 
tlie end of the street before a shaft of sunlight suddenly struck down 
betsveen the houses and the pavements shone like gold. Ariadne, 
who had not spoken a word since they had left Coriimc's house, now 
uttered a little cry of longing. 

'■ Oh, I should love-” she cried, and stopped dead with a rueful 

look in her eyes. 

“ What? ” Strickland asked eagerly. 

“ To go straiglit on until we reached the sea," she admitted. 

Strickland reached out his hand and took the speaking tube from 
its clip. But she laid her hand upon his arm. 

” It won’t do, my dear.” 

” Two hours, Ariadne! Less, indeed, with the roads clear! ” 

” Yes, but two hours back also—.and an hour there. I should be 
letting myself into my house at nine o’clock in the morning in gold 
shocs'and an evening dress, whilst you, with a white tic round your 
throat, bade me good morning on the steps. My last little shred of 
character would be ripped into tatters. * 

She sat ruefully contemplating a calm s.apphire sea rippling on a 
yellow beach in the gold and the stillness of a June morning. She 
Stamped upon the floor of the car. 

” Oh, what a crashing bore ! ” she cried with a full heart. 

“He is,” said StricUand; and Ariadne laughed with a lively 
appreciation of his sally. It was apt enough, as she was well aware. 

A few months ago she would not have hesitated for a moment. 

9<5 


Ill uvo houri lime, gold diooi and crnimc wrap and .dl, she would 
have Icon sitting on a beach, throwing pebbles into the water, or 

raiding a batliing-ninchino for a swim in the sea. Now_? She 

shrngged her shoulders. 

“ No. I ll go home,” she said. 

Dot when the car was stopped at the door, still she did not move. 
She sat looking straight in front of Ikt, with a face thouglirful and 
grave. U'Tiat dreams were stirring behind her cjuict eyes Strickbnd 
had no guide to tell him, but as he watched her, Im heart began to 
beat with an ur.cx{>ccted throb iii the stupidest fasluon. 

She dropped her hand upon his wrist with the liglitcst caress. 

Thank you, Strickland, she said, and in a second she was on the 
steps of her house with her latch-key in her hand; slic turned, 
WTinklcd her nose in a familiar grimace and kissed her h.ind to him. 
There was almost a studied carelessness in her mamicr, meant to reduce 
to its lowest terms a moment with a possibility of emotion. But 
with the door open, she stopped again tor an appreciable time, but 
W’iihout turning her head. Then she slirugged her shoulders once 
more, stepped in over the thrcsliold and closed die door bcliind her 
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CITAPTER Xin 


THE AMATEUR OF THE HORRIBLE 

TnF.Rii was another personage concemeti in this story who sat up late 
tliat night. Upon reaching his home in Grosvenor Square, Mr. 
Ricardo went into his library and took down from a bcsokshell a 
volume of folio size, bound in brown clotlv Tlierc was a long row 
of such volumes, and on t!ie back of each the date of a ye.ar was 
primed in gold letters, but no other title. The particul.ir volume 
which Mr. Ricardo laid upon las writing-table bore a date just a 
decade old. He drew up his chair and opened the book. It was 
filled with newspaper cuttings pasted on to the wliite leaves, and like 
everything else in Mr. Ricardo’s household, procedure, hours and 
way of life generally, most methodically arranged in order of time, 
with the names of the journals from which tlicy had been cut. 
engrossed above each in an oniamcntal handwriting. 

“ Let me see! It was in March. Yes, the whole of the second 
week was occupied. And at Grenoble. 

Mr. Rithardo turned over the leaves and lighted quickly on thc 
clicap paper and ignoble print of a French provincial newsp.ipcr. 

“ Lx Cptiricr dc Graiohic. Yes,” he said. 

There the whole grim story was set out from the first guarded 
article, entitled “ Unc Affaire Mystcricusc,” to the last dreadful scene 
in the Assize Court. 

Like Corinne, Mr. Ricardo set a match to his fire, for a chill ol 
apprehension was upon him too. creeping into his old bones and 
clutching at his heart. But the flames were soon d.tncing upon the 
walls and imparting to the room a cheerful warmth; and in a more 
comfortable mood, he sat dosvn to refresh his memories. 

The story began in Paris with a dinner party’ of five men, which 
took place at the Restaurant of La Rue during the first week of the 
preceding October. A Greek, named Andreas Elcuthcros, who 
owned a small string of diird-ratc race-horses, and a rather spotted 
reputation besides, was die host, and die principal guest was a young 
Englishman, Archie Clutter, who was blessed with a rich wife and 
cursed with an ungovemed temper. The Greek’s finances were, at 
this date, undoubtedly shaky, and no one who followed the course ol 
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the events coulJ help siispcaing that the tlinner had been arranged 
in order to restore them. Certainly, before they scp.iratcd, the five 
men had agreed to meet at Grenoble on a date early in November, 
and go up to a shooting-box which Elcuthcros rented in the Dauphuie 
Alps, for a few days’ sport. 

Amidst die snows of tliosc hiqh mountains die second phase of tlic 
tragedv was enacted. The five men arrived at the shooting-box 
late in the afternoon, dined early, and after a little conversation upon 
the most harmless topics, went early to bed, since they were to start 
upon their expedition before daybreak. The whole of that first 
cs'enir.g, in a word, was so much camouBage. The expedition for 
tlic next day also had been mapped out in detail. It was intended to 
take place. There was to be no opportunity given for the knowing to 
hint that the party was arranged less to shoot chamois ih.in to shear a 
sheep. 

During dic night, however, the wc.uhcr conspired with Mr. 
Elcuthcros. The early start by lantern liglit w.is out of the question, 
and when die morning broke, the snow w.is l.illing as it can fall in 
those liigli regions—a white, diick, fleecy sh.iwl against a background 
of impenetrable black. Thus the little game which was meant to be 
pbyed at die earliest diat night, .and probably not until to-morrow, 
did actually begin at eleven o'clock on the first morning. The snow 
continued to fall for thirty-six hours without .iny intermission. So 
did liic cards almost. There were certain fragments of time during 
which nic.-ils were gobbled. iJiu no one retired to bed; and in 
accordance with the usual procedure of such affairs, Arcliic Clutter 
won a handsome sum of money—or, to sj>c.ik more exactly, a hand¬ 
some quantity of counters—at the beginning of the cng.igcmcnt, and 
then lost as steadily as the snow fell. At eleven o’clock on die second 
night Archie Clutter leaped to his feet with a roar of fury, flung the 
card-table aside as though it were no heavier tlian a papcr-wcight« 
and drove his fist into the face of one of die players, w'itli a shout of 
"Cheat! Cheat!” 

According to Mr. Elcudicios, the Comte dc Rozart, the player in 
question, was a gentleman of unsmirched reputation. The accusa¬ 
tion was baseless, aml-tlie only explanation possible was iliat Archie 
Clutter, cx.a5pcratcd by liis very serious losses—for they were playing 
stud-poker widi an unlimited rise—and by the length of the sitting, 
had been suddenly mastered by his- passionate temper. Mr. ^Elcn- 
thcros, indeed, reproached himself in the liandsomcst fashion for 
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havijig allowed the game to go on for so monv honrs and the stakes 
to rise so high. 

Yes, I 3111 CO bkinic. 1 am very dci jdy to blame, Monsieur le 
President, he said frankly ui the Assize Court, and lus admUsion wa< 
punctiutod with ni.iny ccnso^iou^ “ Ah‘s ” and “Oh's" from the 
pen in which stood such of the public as could crowd into die court. 

But it was difficult. Archie Clutter was the great loser. We 
could not break off the g.anie unlcis he consented, and he insisted on 
continuing. Here the “ Ah’s ’’ and Oh’s ’’ took on a milder tone 
of comprehension, almost of synip.itliy. Mr. Elciuhcros bad liis 
difficujdcs as host. Yes, that began to .see itself! 

Besides,’ the trank man contiiuieJ, “ we were sliut uj' in that 
dun air, so high above tb.e world, so isolated, wiih the snoav pl.tsttring 
the windows, we were none of us quite normal, 1 think.’’ 

The spectators in the pen. and even the law-students in the body of 
the court, were inclined to believe that the observation was just. 
CerrainJy a psychological effect was to be expected irom that forced 
.sequestration. Opinion began to sympathise with the loyal .Mr. 
Ek'Uthcros, who would take upon his shoulders the blame tor the 
crime conunitted by hi-, guest. 

for .1 crime hid been committed. There was no pos>il>ihiy of 
doubt about chat. Moreover, the crime committed lud been the 
irrcp.irablconc. As soon as the blow was struck, Mr. Elciilheros, being 
eminendy a inati of po.icc, had sought safety behind .i writing-table 
in the comer of die room. From that vantage he exhorted his two 
remaining guests, ofwlioni one managed his horses, and the other was 
his handy man and jackal. 

" Clutter’s mad. Hold him, Kcttlcr! Hold him, P.iton.” 

Kcttlcr .uid Paton flung themselves at once upon Archie Clutter, 
seizing his arms, and there die brawl might have ended, or, at all events, 
have been adjourned until the nerves of the party, frayed by excite¬ 
ment and want of sleep, had recovered their calm. Unfortunatclv 
the Comte de Rozart, after picking himself up from the floor wth a 
blecdmg forehead, spr.ing ligluly forward and slapped the struggling 
and helpless Clutter again .ind again upon the checks widi his opai 
Innd. 

“ Tlurc is for you! ’’ he cried. “ And there! And there, pig 
that you arc! " 

A moment of confusion and whirlwind ended all. Archie Clutter 
possessed naturally a strength wliich the slenderness of liis figure 
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bdiod. A bcntrk rJi’c doubled it. He liis two cu.'U'diaii' 
from him, and seizing by tlie iieek .ui empty champ.tgnc bottle wlne'n 
stood within reach of his hand upon a sideboard, he in his ttu n -truck 
and struck again. The bottle bufit into frogmenLs, tlie Comte de 
Roz.irt crumpled and slid down die w.ill to the door, and cs’cn then 
Arciiie Clutter was not content v.ith lus work. He must tLsli the 
Jigged fragment ofgl.ass, wliich liis h.md still grasped, down upon the 
lace of the dead man, already masked in blood. Mr. bleutlurrs 
screamed at the lop of Ins voice, some of liis guides and luiiUMncii 
came running from their quarters through the snow. The room 
liec.mic a sh.imblts of broken furniture, and men cursing and v.hirl- 
iDg. The vcr>- sash of the window was burst from iu frame, and the 
floor, slippery with blood and snow, g.ave no purch.isc to the feet. 
A rope was brought, and corded like a pacLigc from neck to heels 
Archie Clutter was fltmg into an adjoining room, and there locked in. 

Tims fir, the ficts of die case. Mr. Ricardo turned now to the 
description of die concluding scene, liy the offices of lus good friend, 
Hanaud, be bad secured a se.it amongst the law-students in the well 
of the court; and dirough the smudged and dingy lines of hireign 
print he looked now as through some magic window opening upon 
ancient days. The Judge and liis Assessors, in their red robes, con¬ 
fronted hull upon the bench. From lus pulpit, just above die jury, 
the Procurciir G^ucral—he red-robed too—launched liis violent 
denunciation. From the well of die court in front of the dock, die 
famous grey-bearded Maitrc Virobert replied with floods of senri- 
rnent, .and the jur\', after a short retirement, returned its verdict. 

Mr. Ricardo listened once more to the scathuig savagery of the 
President of the Court, who seemed to wield a cudgel rather dim 
pronounce a judgment. He lieard the very tones of the ic.soii.ini 
voice as clearly as through the car-picccs of a wireless set; and the 
appalling sentence: Twenty-one years of servitude in one of tlie 
penal colonics of France. And, as dicy had done on that actual dav 
ten years ago, his eyes turned towards the prisoner in die dock 
standing between his gendarmes. 

Mr. Ricardo was wbat the French euphemistically call an am.ifcur. 
It is truer to say that he had become so in liis later years. He had 
developed a passion for the horrible and the bizarre. His favourite 
v/alk in Paris was taken under the colonnades of the Pal.iis Royal. 
Were a crime committed, he must hasten to die spot, bribe Uis wav 
into the very room, and reconstruct with a delicious sliivcr of fear the 
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horrors wliidi had tlierc taken place. Thus every detail of Archie 
Clutter’s appearance during tliosc terrible moments had been so 
greedily obscn’cd that it needed but a glance at these cuttings to 
restore tlic portrait. He was a young man of twenty-nine, and 
looked even younger than liis years. He was noticeable for the 
quiet perfection of his dress, in whicli there was trace neither of dandy 
nor sloven, and the scrupulous care which he devoted to his bod)-. 
From the fineness ol liis linen to the tips of his fingers his fastidiousness 
w.is WTitten upon iiim. Tiuis he had stood, comely, even elegant, 
and then had wilted and dropped like a log upon the floor of the 
dock. 

Mr. Ricardo closed his book of cuttings and put it away on its 
shelf. 

” Archie Clutter escaped then,” he reflected. ” Esc.ipes arc not so 
r.irc from those convict stations. The French look to the sharks as 
their best j.ulcr.s. Hut every now .and then one or two get through.” 

He went upstairs to bed. He could have no shadow of doubt. 
The slim elegant youth who had dropped like a ni.an shot through the 
heart ten yean ago at Grenoble w.as ihc waiter whom he had seen at 
the Semiramis Hotel to-niglu; his body thickened, coanened and 
lutdeiied, his face disfigured .and gross with a b.ilcful look, which 
told that the ungovernable rage that once from time to time had 
mastered him, now burnt steadily and fiercely witliin liini, a 
disciplined wrvanc on the chain. 
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CHAPTFR XTV 


THE TWO GENTLEMEN FR.OM CAYENNE 

Nip. F<rC-\RDa did noi rocnt, as so nianv people do, j sugj»c>;ion bv 
any of his acquaintances that he was gettinji o)d. On tlie contr.ir\, 
he recognised certain advantages in the slow advent of old age. He 
no longer had to invent excuses hir not plasing games or inJulging 
in violent sports. He received con-'ideration, too. from the poiue 
people of younger ‘generations. He \v.as frequently addressed by 
them as “ sir.” But he did feci rho gradual decadence of the body to 
be a humiliation; and so a longer and longer time w.ts allotted in the 
morning before he was prepared to lace in public the hglic of dav. 

At eight o’clock his valet, Elias Tomson, after knocking rwice, 
with an inicrv.d between the knocks, entered the darkened Ix-droom, 
placed the tea-tray on a table at the side of the bed, the newspapers on 
the bed itself, and retired without a word. Bv means of a silk cord, 
finished with a green and gold tassel and .an ingenious arrangement of 
pulleys, Mr. Ricardo was able to widulraw liis curtains without 
leaving his bed and let the morning light Hood the room. He tlien 
drank Im tea, read his newspapers, and smoked a couple of Turkisli 
cigarettes taken from an onyx box. At nine o’clock he rang his bell, 
and Elias Tomson, proceeding at once to the bathroom, mixed the 
hot and cold water by the help of a ihermomctcr to rhe cxjct degree 
of heat required, added the precise quantity of bath salts, stropped the 
razor and set the shaving-water, knocked again upon the bedroom 
door and again retired. Mr. Ricardo then rose from his bed, 
doimcd a brocaded dressing-gown, and passing through a private 
doorway between his bedroom and his bathroom, entered upon the 
mysteries of his toilet. 

On the morning, however, after the dinner at the Stmiramis 
Hotel, the leisurely business was interrupted. Mr. Ric.irdo w.\s still 
splashing in his bath when his valet annoimced, tlirough the pajicls of 
the door, that a man urgently insisted upon seeing him at once. 

* A man! Nonsense! ” cried Mr. Ricardo fretfully—for he had 
not slept very well. “ My habits are well known. Tell him to 
return at a more gentlemanly hour,” and he continued to splash. 

But only for a very little time. For an uneasiness gained upon 
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Iiini. He dressed more quickly than he had dressed for years, and it 
V. as little after half-past nine when he descended into his dming-room. 
On the table by hb plate and apart from his usual batch of letters lay 
a soiled cheap envelope with his name upon it, but no stamp. Mr. 
Kicardo tximcd the envelope over. It was gummed down. Mr. 
Kicardo rang the bell, .and upon Toinson’s appearance he asked : 

" That man who called here? ” 

“ He has gone, sir. He refused to wait and he left that letter." 

*' Did he write it here? " 

" No, sir, he produced it from his pocket. He said that it w.as most 
important th.at you should have it at once." 

" No doubt," said Mr. Ricardo with a laugh, and he tossed the 
envelope lightly aside. Begging-letters were always most important. 
He was quite reassured until Elias Tomsoii added : 

'■ Important to you, sir.” 

»I * • 1 ^ 

10 mcf 

That is what he said. He was* indeed, quite contumacious about 

It, 

lihas Tomson had a love for a good long finc-soundiug word, and 
when he came across one he made a note of it. But the application 
of it was apt at times to baffle Mr. Ricardo; as now. 

“ Contumacious?" he asked, feeling no longer quite so reassured. 
" Well, I might say nasty,” Eli.ts conceded. 

Mr. Ricardo disliked that word intensely. It threatened to take 
away altogether his appetite for breakfast. 

" What sort of man w.as this? " he asked. 

" From Ins pomatum and his pointed shoes, Soho, I think." 

Mr. Ricardo nodded his head. 

" A small m.an? " 

" Typical," replied Elias. " Quite Lilliputian, sir." 

" And nasty? ” 

" Extremely nasty." 

“ Very well, Tomson "; and Tomson left the room. 

Mr. Ricardo had certainly lost his appetite. He nibbled at .a piece 
of buttered toast and sipped his hot coffee, but his eyes and liis 
thoughts were all upon that dirty envelope. 

" This is cowardly,” he reflected. " Most undignified and 
cowardly.” 

He picked the envelope up and slit it open at the edge. He shook 
out a folded sheet of the commonest foreign paper, crossed from side 
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10 side and from top to bottom with fmc blue lines, so that ii' 
surface was covered with little squares. Mr. Ricardo spread out the 
p.ipcr and read the few words scr.iwlcd upon it in a spider)* siopm^ 
hand. 

Plcast to meet me Uii oV/oft tn Duke Siriei GcirJen, and pt< a.-e le 

come alone, if yon value your geed.—Hosjyel RonsseiiCij. 

Now, iMr. Ricardo valued his good cxireiuely, no one m. jc so. 
Me recognised, holdmg himself, as it were, for trial, that lie had l^ceii 
unduly ialk.»tivc l.ist night, and people who were unduly this, that, or 
ilie other, must pay for their unJiilincss. It was only just and riglu 
that they should. Therefore he would keep his appointment in the 
Duke Street Garden—merely as an act of rep.aration and penance. 

I Ic stood up and looked at the clock. The h.ands m.irkcd die time 
.IS twenty minutes to ten and the meeting-place wis b.ircly five 
minute's Irom his door. Yes, in ten minutes, so th.u he might be 
punctual, he would set out—.md suddenly Mr. Ricardo felt verj cold. 
He had no longer any bones in his legs, so that he coll-ip^eJ in Ins 
chair, and his he.art turned suddenlv over inside of him and there w.is 
such an emptinc'ss and sinking in tlu pit of lus stomacii th.u he set tned 
to be descending in a hit ot mcrcdiblc velocity to incredible deptlis in 
die bowels of tile cardi. 

Brandy,” he wliispcrcd to himself, ” brandy ! ” .ind now lu was 
in a panic lest his strength should fad him altogether and 1 lospel 
Roussencq should wail for him in vain. Clinching licre at the edge 
ot the table, there at the back of a chair, he hoisted himself on to his 
tcet and crept unsteadily to the sideboard. He filled a wincgl.iss to 
the brim with a much-prized liqueur cognac, and drank it slowl)-. 
A hide colour returned to his faded checks; he stood upright ; he 
w.dkcd. 

Outside the house, in the sunlight and fresh .lir, he fell belter. He 
must certainly see this troublesome business througli, once for all, 
and have done with it. Tlic sight of a policeman six feet tall .strolling, 
Olympian and good-tempered, round the comer into Duke Strcci 
revived his courage. After all, a foreigner plastered with pomade and 
in spiky shoes! Ljliipudau,too! An admirable, enheartening word. 

The garden lies on die west side of Duke Street, not a hundred 
yards from where it debouches into Oxford Street, and is laid out 
upon the roof of a huge transforming station belonging to die West¬ 
minster Electric Supply Corporation. It is reached by a couple of 
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fliglus of stone steps, which ntount one on eacli side of the great 
arched dix'rway of the station. This doorway is surmounted by a 
heavy stone cupola and om.imentcd with Gothic columns. 

Up the nearest of tiiese riie;hts of steps Mr. Ricardo climbed. He 
found himself upon a broad oblong terrace, paved with red and white 
tiles .md enclosed within low stone walls. Rows of privet trees 
planted in big tubs of concrete r.ni Irom end to end; a circular 
fountain ix'cupied the centre; and wherever possible, banked against 
the stone vv.ills and massed round the stem.s of the privet trees m the 
concrete mbs, genniums blazed. A big stone scat shaped in a seg- 
tnent of a circle projected from each side wall half-way down the 
terrace .and commanded its approaches. 

On the lcfr-h.and scat a youth and a girl were holding hands. 
Mr. Ric.irdo’s bosom swelled in sympathy with that couple. Tliey 
were lost to the world, yet the merest cry for help would bring them 
b.ack to it. Happily, he discovered, there arc .alw.iys and cvery- 
where a youth and a girl holding hands. Almost he took offliis hat 
to them. If only they would st.iy in this charming spot, pl.anning out 
slowly the successive stages of tlicir life, he would be very nmcii 
obliged. For on the opptisitc sc.u one little nun sat alone behind an 
opened newspaper. As Mr. Ricardo appro.achcd, Hospel Rou.sscncq 
folded lii< newspaper .md crouched forward with his elbows upon his 
knees and a pair of hard, bright, red-rimmed eyes piercing into him, 
imiil he t.incicd tliat he must be as transparent as a window-pane. 
It was the little waiter of the Semiramis banqueting-room, but there 
was not a trace of the obsequious servitor about him now. Nasty, 
Mr. Flias Tomson liad declared liim to be, and nasty he was. 

Mr. Ricardo had timed his approach to the second. For he was 
still some yards away from tlic stone scat when all the clocks in the 
neighbourhood struck ten, and resonant above them all from tar 
away sounded die deep majestic notes of Big Ben. 

“ You arc punctual, old one,” said Rousseneq. ” How wise you 
ate! For there arc bad marks against your name, you know.” 

“ B.id marks! ” Mr. Ricardo retorted, with a fine show of spirit. 
After .\1), he was in the heart of London on a morning of June. The 
bl.izc of flowers, all those high windows looking down upon the 
terrace, die keeper of the garden in his glass box, and just across the 
oblong the young lovers—these circumstances braced Mr. Ricardo. 
“ Nonsense! I am not a schoolboy to receive bad marks, and if 1 
were, you would not be my master.” 
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“ There are other places dun schools where bad marks arc given,” 
said Rousseneq unplcasantlv. 

Mr. Ricanlo took him up iiistantlv. 

Prisons? ” he replied. “ Yes, no doubt prisons. Cut rfica 1 am 
not a convict, and it I were, vou would not be my jailer.” 

Mr. Ricardo w.is pleased with his rejoinder. But he would luve 
felt more .at his ease, even in the safe environment of die garden, if 
only Hospcl Rousseneq would move. But he ut with die imniobUuv 
ot a man inured to discipline. He nude not the sm.iilat geiturc. 
Not a muscle of his face twitched; and there was in the unwinkm*' 
stillness of his eyes a look with winch the older man was familiar but 
which lie could not explain. 

” So it is like that! ” s-iid Rousseneq softly. ” \Vc take die liigh 
hand. Then some words must speak themselves, do in.ke the 
importance, you meddle in things which do not concern you. 
Very, very well. But they jnu>t not be big things. For big tilings 
have danger in diem. Last night when I suappeJ you, you were 
meddling m big tilings.” 

" I am not to be frightened,” s.iid Mr. Ricardo, liut he was 
begituimg to be a httle troubled by that bright, unflmclun^, and 
somehow familiar stare. 

“ A wise^ man would be very frightened, old one,” Roiu^encq 
retorted. ' Yes, even here, in this garden with all the windows 
looking at us. For you know wlicrc we come from, my friend and 1. 
Yes! I make no hidings v.ith you. \Vc come from Cayenne. 
Listen whibt 1 tell you I llicn )ou will sit very quiet in your fine 
house and give no trouble to my friend and me.” 

Eight years Archie Clutter had had of it; six years Hospcl Rous¬ 
seneq. Rousseneq gave Mr. Ricardo a sketch of that appalling 
inferno in the tropics. Sometimes they worked stark naked clearing 
the ground; sometimes in c.uivas trousers and jackets, witli their 
numbers on their breasts, they manned the boats of the service. At 
night they were locked in cages, a platoon of them for each cage, and 
chained by the ankle to their plank beds. But here a man would 
slip Im foot tlirough a ring, there another would pick the lock witli a 
nail. Lamps made out of a sardine tin, some oil and a wick would be 

lighted; cards would be produced, and money. For everybody had 
money. 

It Was forbidden—yes. But everyone had it concealed—where 
it could not be found. It is all revolting—yes.” 
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No warder ever dared to oritcr those cages when they were locked 
tor the night. So the forbidden lamps burned and the forbidden 
money was won and lost; anil when those eleven hours of horror and 
abomination were over, a convict stabbed to death, strangled, beaten 
to a red pulp, was no very unusual spoci.tclc. For no one slept; and 
all lived on the edge of insanitv, slaves of wild paroxysms, bitten by 
morbid delusions. And for punishments, six months, a year, nvo 
\ cars of the dungeons on the Isle St. Joseph, h.alf the rimc.in twilight, 
ii.ilf in the pitch dark, not a cltair, not a rag for covering, not even a 
stretcher to sleep upon. A pail and a jug of water the whole 
furniture of the cell. 

“ .4iid y<Hi think we go hack there, my trietul and I," continued 
Koussciicej in his smooth voice, “ because one old man wishes to 
m.tkc the importance? No! We arc dead people, do you see? 
We escaped on the mortuary table for a raft. Some friends, the 
Brctlirct) of tlic Coast—it is their profession—picked ns up at sea and 
landed us in Dutch Guiana, and in the end we came to Vcne 2 ucla. 
So! Hut for the French we arc dead. The sharks have eaten us. . . . 

And suddenly Mr. Ricardo understood to his discontfort why the 
look m Rousscncq’s eyes stirred his memories. Mr. Ricardo, the 
dilettante glutton of other people’s sensations, had been an assiduous 
frcquimtcr of prize-fights. At the Albert Hall, at the National 
Sporting Club, at the Ring in Blackfriars Road, his seat was retained 
in the front row, and the bright keen concentrated look which held 
liim now as by a spell, was exactly the look which transfigured the 
figluing man when he left his comer and faced his antagonist. 

“ I have no wbh to send you back,” he replied in a voice which 
would quaver. 

” Neither me nor my friend? ” .asked Rousseneq. 

” Neither you nor your friend.” 

” Then you hold the lips together, so! ” .and for the first time the 
little man moved. He took his upper and his lower lip between his 
forefinger and his thumb and pressed them together. ” Or tlicy 
never talk ag.ain. We arc here for our plaas. We do not mean to 
live .as waiters attending on old foolish gentlemen at the Semiramis 
Hotel. No! It is we who arc going to make the importance. So 
\-ou promise me now not to go on avirh that conversation I 
interrupted hast night.” 

” I have no wish -” Mr. Ricardo began, but Rousseneq took 

him up at once. 
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“ You promise me! ” 

Out of ibe tjil of liis eye Mr. Ricerdo saw the lovers rise from tl\e 
bench opposite and make their way towards the steps. A sense of 
desolation swept over him. Me would have liked to cry out to 
them to stop. He felt suddenly that he w.as standtng helplesdy ui a 
very Saliara of tiles. 

" Yes, I promise you,” be said. 

Hospcl Roussencq leaned back. He took oH" bis shabby billyccKk 
lut and exposed Ins sleek poni-aded head. Ho took a packet of 
Capord cigarettes trom liis pocket, lit one .nid smoked. 

“ I am going,” said Mr. Ricirdo. 

He was utterly humili.acd. He. the siudetit of the macabre and 
horrible, liad cut tlic poorest figure in .an intcradew where he should 
have slione. If only Hanaud h.id been with liim ! Hanaud would 
have gobbled up that little waiter in one mouthful. Promises! He 
tried and failed to imagine Hanaud making promises to a fugitive 
from Cayenne. Yet from his own lips they had dropjsed as mccklv 
as summer rain. 

•« I • »» 

1 ani 

But Roussencq held up a forefinger. That w.is now enough to 
arrest Ricardo. One had only dabbled, the other had done; and 
he who had done was master. 

In a minute you go. V/heii I tell you. But I say to you now 
two diings, so that you keep your promise ver}' faitlifully.” 

Mr. Ricardo jerked up his he.id. After all, he was safe. There 
was to be no tragedy on the riles of the Duke Street G.irdcn. 

” Wlieii I give my promise-” he began haughtily. 

But Mr. Ricardo was fated not to finish Ins sentences that morning. 
For Hospel Roussencq interrupted him offimsively. 

Pah, pah, pah 1 When you give your promise, you break it a.s 
soon as a Cabinet Minister. But now I tell you two tbmgs and then 
you keep ir. Listen ! ” 

^^Rousseneq looked about him carefully. The garden was now 
quite empty. Even its keeper was no longer to be seen. Tlie 
windows which overlooked it were out of earshot and it was raised 
twice a man s hciglit above the four surrounding streeU. For such 
confidences as Hospel Roussencq was now to make it was the perfect 
tr) sting-placo. Yet Hospel Roussencq dropped his voice, diough for 
the first lime a smile flickered on lus lips. 

That fine motor*car of yours, eh? With the crest upon the 
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panels. You make the importance with that fine motor-car, as you 
make it in your talk—and just as foolishly. When you drove home 
from die Semiramis Hotel last night, you were brought to a stop m 
Coventry Street, eh? ” 

Mr. Ric.irdo started. How in the world did Rousseneq knov/ 


tliat? 1 . . j 

Roussencq crossed an ankle over a knee, puffed at his cigarette and 

> • ■ 1 “ \T/ 

“ Certainly. It was soon after eleven,” said Mr. Ricardo. w e 
got into the theatre trnflic. At the top of the Haymarket a policeman 
held us all up for four or five minutes at the most. 

*' Pour or five minutes were three or four minutes more th.an 
enough," said HospcI. his smile becoming more pronounced while 
his luud moved slowly from side to side with a curious rhyilun which 
liauntcd Mr. Ricardo. He was not so much a mouse in front of a 
cat as a bird in front of a snake, spellbound to the point of paralysis. 

What a blur of lights! " continued Hospcl. ” What a throng of 
canir.gcs, all locked together! What a jostle of people liurr>ins on 
the p.avcmcnt 1 And what a lot of men running in and out amongst 
the wiicch. crossing the street, offering the latest editions of the night 
papers, selling matches! And cvciybody shouting! What a din! ” 
" It is a noisy comer at that time of night, Mr. Ricardo agreed. 
His heart sank, but he could not have explained why. A great fear 
was upon him and once more turning his blood to water; and still 
that sharp venomous black head turned rhydimically from side to 
side, whilst the smile never left his lips nor did the glitter fade from 


the eyes. 

** We watch your car, my friend and I, and when it stops, we ask 
one another: ' Shall we? ’ So easy for us in all tliat confusion and 
noise—for us who have learnt to be quick. A minute ? Pouf! For 
us, ten seconds! ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” stammered Mr. Ricardo, his checks as 
white as paper. 

” We dive under the wheels, my big friend and 1. He has an 
evciung paper. I stand on his left side between him and die chauffeur, 
my friend—he open tlic door, oh, so quickly! He lean in :md cry 
‘ All the winners! ’ Perhaps the chauffeur says ‘ Get out! ’ Per¬ 
haps, my friend is so quick and the noise is so great, and the chauffeur 
so aiixious in the traffic, he notices notliing at all. In any ease, the 
door is closed again and my friend and I are once more in the crowd 
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iipon the pavement, and the fuic motor-car rolls on to Grosvenor 
Square '-vith Mr. Pacardo srdl shting u\ the dark in>iJc of it. llui a 
Mr. Ricardo who docs not get out when d’c tine motor-car glides up 
to tile door. Yes, we discuss that on the pavcn'.cnt. my tneiul and 1 
—there ! " and swiftly Roiisscncq leant forward, as it indeed he w.is 
a serpent stnking, or a steel spring which tltc lightest touch would 
change to a streak of lighming. 

“ There ! ’* he said again, and the tip of his forefinger touched Mr. 
Ricardo over the heart. “ Not a cr\‘. N*)t a groan! 

Mr. Ricardo seemed at that moment to die a thous.md dcatlts. So 
swilt and accur.itc and daunting was the thrust of tltat forefinger 
that he felt it pierce into liis vitals and let m the cold of both the poles. 

Roussencq leaned back again uj'on bis scat and folded bis index 
finger down. 

“ That is the first thing I tell you. Now for ihc second. Yon are 
afraid of me. Yes, s our mouth is dry, old m.in, and you arc sh.\king. 
I3ut I am nothing. Understand tltat in your bones! 1 am nothing 
.It all. But my big friend wjtli the cig.ir-bo.\—eh? He is diflerent. 
For me, 1 was born ut the gutter. Cayciuic was bad, yes, but I could 
do. My friend, no! He was used to silk against his skin. For him 
ever)- hour of Cayenne was a year of torture, and all those years of 
torture bum in him like one great fire. So keep out of his w.ty, old 
man! He has the brains loo I ” and Roussencq tapped his forehead. 
" Even in the prison, he was the great man, the leader. The jailers 
knew it, the officials consulted him. He was the chief, the master. 
Bend down your head to me ! ” 

Mr. Ricanlo, on the contrar)-, recoiled. What horrible and 
ghastly thing had the little Frenchman still to tell him? 

" There is no one to overhear us,” he stammered. “ There is 
nothing more I need to hear ! ” 

But Roussencq had gauged his man. With a deliberate ariistrs', 
he had kept to the ver)' last tlie supreme proof of his hero’s pre¬ 
eminence in iliat awful colony of lost and perverted soub; and he 
meant that it should be an inviolable seal upon Mr. Rjcar<lo’s lips. 

“ Bend down your head, so that I may whisper to you wliat I only 
whisper to myself.” 

Reluctantly Mr. Ricardo obeyed. Hospcl Roussencq held him 
down by the lapel of his coat, and spoke so secretly in his car that he 
appeared to be afraid lest the ver)' birds should understand him and 
pipe his rcvclaiicn as a message to the world. He had whispered 
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very few words, before he must needs sprujg up auJ suppor 
l^jcardo with his anii. For without it the old man wo^ have 
fallen. With pleasant shivers he had played .amongst the records of 
grim crimes and their pciulties. Now tliat he met them In the gate, 
without his hero Hanaud at his side, his knees shook bcne.ath him. 

“ Yes, you will keep your promise now,” said Hospcl Roussencep 
" You will not interfere with my friend’s plans. You can go.” 

How Mr. Ricardo climbed down from that high g.afslcn, and how 
he rc.Khcd his home, were mysteries to him afterwards. He came 
lo himself in his library and sal widi his head in hands, shading his 
c)cs from that long row of tolio volwnes with the dates in gold upon 
ilicir back-s. 

” I have h.id my lesson,” he s.\id to himself, and repeated tlie phrase 
•as if it brought liim comfort. ” Yes, I have had my lesson.” 

A knock sounded upon the p.uiels of the door, and his servant 
Hlias Tomson entered, bearing a card upon a silver salver. 

” This gentleman would like to see you, sir, for a few minutes.” 

Mr. Ricardo took die card and read the runic of Ueut.-Colonel 
johii Strickland. For a moment he was at a loss. Then he recol¬ 
lected. Jolin Strickland was the man who had spoken of Burma, 
who had first called his attention to Archie Chuter. In a frantic 
wliisper, Mr. Ricardo .addrc.sscd his scrv.int. 

” 1 ana not well. I c.ui see no one this morning.” 

He heard a colloquy in the passage immediately afterwards. 
Would diis soldier force himself into his presence, bid him as an 
honest man and a citizen to speak out what last night he had not 
spoken, har,issliim with questions—perhaps, even have his way? . . . 
With an enormous relief Mr. Ricardo heard the front door close and 
retreating steps upon the pavement. He rang for Elias Tomson. 

” Tomson,” he said, ” I shall never be in to Colonel Strickland.” 

” Very well, sir,” Tomson replied. “ 1 shall be meticulous upon 
the point.” 

Not for the wide world would Mr. Ricardo uiterfcrc with any of 
Arcliic Clutter’s plans. 
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CHAPTER XV 


THE CASE OF CLUTTER I'HRSUS CORINNf 

“ 1 FAILED. He rcfuictl to see me. i cxjvctccl it,” said Strickland 

Ariadne Feme, Connue and he were taking their luncheon in the 
garden of a wayside hotel upon die Portsmouth road. On the other 
side of the thoroughfare a lake shone in the .sunhgh: like a gre.u 
smooth shield of silver; and all about the lake and about the three m 
the garden stood a forest of pines, each of the trees a warm and 
friendly brown when seen from near at band, but massed together in 
the distance a wall of black. Not a brc-ith of wind stirred tJicm this 
morning or broke the water of the l.\ke with a ripple; and not a 
cloud floated ovcrhcasl. June was at its frohest and loveliest in that 
quiet corner. Tlic broad highway curved out of fair) land upon die 
left and disappeared again into fairyland ujion die right. It would 
have been fitting and natural d some young mailed kniglu widi his 
vizor ilirown back and his I.mcc at his side had ridden joyousl) into 
view, mounted on a great steed like a cart-horse, and lud asl.cd them 
it they knew of any beautiful maidens thereabouts who were lu ld in 
duress by cnclumtcrs and w.uitcd a live young m.in to rescue diem. 

The only man of that quality, however, present w.is sc.itcd in ilic 
garden and wondering at die recuperative powers of young women 
who could pass a night in agitation and fear and the next day match 
the morning widi the freshness of ihcir faces. There was not even a 
shadow under the brown eyes of Corinne. 

Strickland turned to her. 

“ So it is now for you, isn’t it, to tell me exactly wlul you fear? ” 
he suggested. 

” Yes ... no doubL" 

Corinne agreed, but she was at a loss liow to begin. Strickl.ond 
remarked a wariness creeping into licr eyes and a quick, inquisitive 
glance directed towards him. A parallel forced itsclfinto his thoughts 
against liis will. Thus might a guUty prisoner look when inter¬ 
viewing the counsel who was to defend him at his trial—doubtful 
how mucli of Ills guile he dare reveal if he was still to retain his 
counsel’s services. 

** Shall I help you? ” he asked. 
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“ Please! ” 

“ Well, t!icn ! The man who killed Maung H’la in tl 
waiter who w.is so uitcrcstcd in Dattchilcna’s name, 

Clutter’s widower? ” 

“ 1 suppose so ... I think so. . . . Th.nt s just 
you to find out. ... It must be so.” 

Coriiine progressed grudgingly from her conjectures to her 
definite conclusion under Strickland’s gaze; once started, she went 
on. In that summer garden she told the story of Archie Clutter 
which Mr. Ricardo liad read tlic iiigiit before in his book of cuttings. 

" So that’s it! ” said Strickland, and lus face grew very grave. 
Coruinc s narrative, cautious as it was, confirmed in so illumin.iting 
a fashion the analysis and portrait he had imagined in the moonlit 
glade behind Mogok. The fallen Lucifer! The rebel who had 
plunged in a flash a thousand miles deep into a hell of anguish and 
torment and privation made a thousand times more hell by contrast 
with that upper life of well-being and independence from wliicli he 
had been hurled. Hospcl Rousseneq had crammed it all into lus one 
homely phrase, “ Clutter—he had been used to silk against his skm.” 
And now Clutter w.as free. He had worked himself loose from his 
sh.acklcs and liis house of bondage. .And here he was in England, 
fanii'hed, mauled, disfigured, half brute and wholly demon, and, to 
crown .-Jl, stripped of all hope here, the very money which might 
have restored him spent and wasted by such flimsy idols of their year 
as Ilattchilcna and Corinne. That Archie Clutter would strike— 
w.\s there a doubt of it? He had already struck once, in the jungle— 
a single, sufficient, masterful stroke. He would strike again; surely 
be would. But in what way? How? The mere fact that he took 
his time daunted Strickland. Somewhere in the darkness he was 
forging a new weapon. 

Strickland remained silent, his eyes wandering here and there about 
the garden and always coming back to rest anxiously upon Ariadne 
Feme’s lovely (acc. On such occasions a fault wave of rose would 
mount over her throat and checks, and her eyes avoided his. For 
when these two met that morning after their brief separation, a 
curious constraint arose between them and would not be exorcised. 
Strickland, indeed, was so possessed by it that he had again and again 
to bring thoughts violently back to the peril he was there to 
dispel. 

■' If we could get a clue to Clutter’s plans! ” he said wtli longing, 
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Jind Coriiine sliivered and hitched about her shoulders the cliiuchiUa 
coat b which she had motored out ol town. 

“ Couldn’t he be sent back? ” she asked and looked away, a little 
ashamed cf her question. “ I know it sounds horrible and caJJoU', 
and yet-” her voice trailed away. 

Strickland shook liis head. 

“ The French authorities would have to move, and would d\c\ ? 
OfTicially no doubt Clutter’s dead, and we liavc no evidence to prove 
that he isn’t. You arc convinced that he’s still alive, so am I, so is 
Ariadne, so is Battchilcna. But what do our convictions amount to ? ” 

” Nothing,” Ariadne agreed; and they all fell to silence. 

Strickland found himself wondering for tlic hundredth time how 
strong the case for Archie Clutter actually was, tlic ease of CJuttcr 
vwiis Corinne. k miglit be a help to know. If it was a weak ease, 
why, a word might be dropped in an influential qu.uccr, sonae steps 
of an unofficbl kind might be taken to warn off Archie Clutter. But 
on the odier hand there were the bints of the cautious Captain Thorne 
of the Burma police. Clutter’s c.isc could hardly be a weak one. 
Still, to know would be valuable. 

“ Do you inmd if I ask you a question or two? ” he s.ud abruptly 
to Corinne. 


” Not a bit,” she answered. " Let me light a cigarette fir>t! ” 
She took an inconceivable time, however, over tliat simple act, 
bending down licr face and holding the match in the cup of her 


hands as tliough a gale were blowing. 

” Now,” she said briskly, and she sat forward in her cliair. 

The first question certainly gave her not a moment of cmbarriss- 


ment. 


” Did you know before yesterday that Arcliic Clutter had 
escaped? ” 

” I hadn’t an idea of it,” she said. 

” Yet the moment I told my story about tlic man in the jungle, 
Battchilena had no doubt about his identity. Nor had you when he 
repeated it to you.” 

“ That’s quite true,” Corinne agreed. ” But you had described 
Archie Clutter. Leon saw him standing against the wall in the 
banqueting-room.” 

“ But you had never seen him in your life. Nor had BaltdiiJena. 
You couldn’t have—either of you. Clutter was sentcaccvl years 
ago. 
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Corimic flushed a little. She sat a little further forward. 

“ Elizabeth had often spoken of liim to me. Their life 
h.ul been quarrelsome. She w.is very unhappy about 
seemed to know him. Your description was cnougli.” 

“ For Battchilcna too? ” 

“ 1 had passed it on to Leon, no doubt.” 

Strickhand moved restlessly. The c-xplanation was to him too 
wc.ik tor words. Even Ari.idnc, in spite of her loyalty, wore an air 
of discomfort. But it p.issed at once when Coritinc added : 

” Of course I knew he was going to try to esetpe.” 

” Oh, you did?” Strickl.md cxcl.mncd. 

” To be sure, I did,” she returned iu surprise at Ills question. It 
seemed that she expected him to be aware of that. 

” How did you know? ” he asked. 

'■ .A letter came-" 

” From Ijim? ” 

” No 1 From a man in Dutch Guiana. There is a little band of 
people there who make it their business to assist in escapes. The 
Brethren of the Coast, tlicy arc called. This man was one of them. 
He wanted money for Archie." 

Once more Corinne h.ad climbed on to solid ground. She was 
speaking the truth now—not a doubt of it. That letter had arrived. 

” And money was sent? ” Strickland asked. 

There followed just a moment’s pause. 

” I suppose so. Of course it wasn’t iny affair. I hadn’t money to 
send, anyway. But certainly Elizabeth said she meant to forward 
all that the man wanted.” 

” But she Jicvcr told you th.it she had forwarded it ? ” 

Corinne wrinkled her forehead and was at pains to belabovir her 
recollections. 

” I don’t think so. At all events I don’t remember.” 

“ And when did this letter come? ” 

Corinne did not answer tliat question at all. The colour rose into 
her face. She looked at Strickland with defi.ance, as though she 
feared a trap and meant not to tumble into it. It appeared to him 
that in a moment she might break into a storm of tears or flame into a 
passion; and both possibilities he equally dreaded. 

“ You see, it’s a time problem we have to consider,” he made haste 
to explain. ” EUzabcih Clutter died two years ago. The money, 
then, was sent more than two years ago. Yet Clutter only reaches 
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Btifnu iis months ago and England pracucally yesterday. Ir lookN 
as if he had made some port of Venezuela or Colombia and worked ln' 
passage either westwards through the Panama Canal or eastwards 
round the Cape. It looks, m a word, as if the money h id never 
reached him.” 

” We never really expeacd that it would,” Coruinc replied. 

” It might have stayed with the man who wrote for it? Yc'. I 
sec tiut.” 

Strickland turned over that possibilir.' carefully in his mind. To 
secure the addresses of die convicts’ relations .and obt.un money from 
them on the excuse of providing opportunities of escape—there was 
nodiing improbable m a trade oi that kind springing up on die edge 
of French Guiatu. 

” He was sentenced to taventy-one years, too,” Strickland reflected 
•aloud. ” The longer the saitcnce the less danger to the trade 

Y l» 

cs. 

VcT}' likely the money had been sent. Very likely it had been 
stolen by the rcapient. It was very possible, m the alternative, that 
u had been actually used for its intendesi purpose but that the oppor¬ 
tunity to escape had needed an elaborate construction. The ease of 
Clutter versus Corinne might not be so shameful after all. It might 
tuni out at the worst to be a ease for damages radicr than punishment. 

Why, then, need she spoil the more attractive picture into which her 
pretty features were beginning to shape themselves by suddenly 
say ing : ” It was just three months before E)iz.ibeth Clutter died that 
the iciicr cimc. I remember its coming now.” 

The date, indeed, was as good a date as StnckJand could wisli for. 
What he had dreaded w’as a date which had immediately preceded 
Ebzabeth Ciuiicr’s death, or perhaps tlic same date. The letter 
demanding money for Archie Clutter’s escape arriving in the morn¬ 
ing. for instance, and Elizabeth Clutter dying suddenly diat night. 
The date was very well—yes. But how could she have forgotten at 
all $o noticeable an event as the delivery of that letter? And if she 
had so clean forgotten it, why should she suddenly remember it? 

“ It looked, didn’t it," he asked hunself, “ as if she had held back 
her sCatciiicnt until she was sure that my object in asking it meant no 
danger to her? ” 

He spoke aloud in a musing voice: 

Three months, eh? ’’ 

And he looked up at her. And he knew that she was tyuig. 
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Her eyes were fjxcd briglitly upon him. Her lips were parted; 
her whole face one eager question: “ Is he believing me? Am I 
putting it over him? " 

She was not, and now would not. The letter had been delivered, 
yes. But three months before Elizabeth clutter died—no! Archie 
Clutter’s ease against Corinne became all at once appallingly scriou<. 
Strickland was at pains, however, to conceal his disbelief. For the 
trouble in all this affair to him was Ariadne’s loyalty to her friend. 
The .irgumeiit racing through his mind ran thus; 

“ 1 can’t prove to Ariadne that Corinne’s lying. Even it I did, it 
would probably make no diftcrcnce. But I can’t. 1 can only say 
that I believe slic is. Ariadne will then sweep me out of tlieir councils 
as one of the prejudiced and a relic from die days of Mr. Disraeli ”— 
that phrase stung a little even after ilirce months. “ She and Cvsrinnc 
will put their heads together, and Heaven only knows what will come 
of that 1” 

He was careful, therefore, to accept Corinne’s answer without so 
mucli qualification as a movement or a look could imply. 

“ I suppose, then, that you were to hold Elizabeth Clutter’s fortune 
more or less in trust, on the chance of Arcliie’s escape,” he said gently. 

” A share of it,” Corinne returned quickly. She was prepared for 
this point in the discu>sion. ” You see, he couldn’t claim it under 
liis own iwmc if it h.ad been left to him, and he had escaped.” 

‘‘ No; I see that,” Strickland agreed. 

” But there didn’t seem the slightest possibility that he could 
escape,” Corinne pleaded; and though she tried to keep a note of 
indignation out of her voice she was not quite able so to do. Tlicrc 
was a contrariety in things which she ought not to have been expected 
to expect. The world seemed banded together to cause her anxiety 
and trouble. 

” Another eleven years, and he would have been free,” Strickl.uid 
said. 

They had slipped into an evasive discussion of the unmentionable 
fact, known to them all, that the fortune had gone. The winds of 
twelve montlis had sc.ittered it to its last guinea. 

” Yes, but even then he couldn’t have left the colony,” replied 
Corinne. 

” Arc you sure of that? ” 

" It’s the 1.1W. A sentence of more than seven years carries with it 
perpetual residence.” 
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Corinnc, no doubt, 'h.id studied the code under which Archie 
Clutter was imprisoned. Strickland did not dispute die statement. 

" And in eleven years I should have made money again.” she 
continued confidently. “ It would have been at his disposal.” 

Ariadne Feme broke in ahno^t lor the first time upon the argument. 

” Oh. ifl was only rich ! ” she cried, drumming with her fists upon 
the table. 

For die moment Strickland thanked God that slic w.is not. She 
would have tumbled her money into Corinne’s lap .and it would 
have gone the way of Elizabeth Clutter’s. 

“ Ariadne! ” said Corinnc. her face lighting up widx a smile of 
affectionate gratitude, and she laid her hand upon her friend’s and 
squeezed it. 

Strickland had one more question to .isk, and tlic most difficult of 
all. 


” Listen, Corinnc. We are m>t judges,” he said gently. “ All 
we want IS to save vou from trouble, lint one can’t do that if one’s 
groping in the dark. So tell me. Archie Clutter made a long 
jmirnc)' to reach Maung H’la. For a m.m without money as he was, 
a difficult journey and probably not without hardships.” 

” To him? ” asked Corinnc. ” After eight years in Caycrutc? ” 

” He went out of his way, at all events,” Strickl.uid resumed. 
” That he knew of his wife’s death, of the inquest, of her bequeathing 
her fortune to you, can’t be doubted. Well, then, answer me this, 
Corinnc: Was there any information very serious to you whi».K 
Mating ll’la could have given to Archie Clutter? ” 

The colour ebbed slowly out of Corinne’s face. 

But, obviously, Maung H’la gave him none,” she stammered 
What makes you say that, Corinnc? ” 

Maung H’la, you say, was killed.” 

Yes.” 
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” Wliy was he killed except because lie gave no information, 
having none to give? ” 

Stricklatid, however, would not accept the argument. 

” Think of the man Clutter,” he objected. ” His mad aif.ick 
upon the Frenchman in the hunfing-box. And his existence after¬ 
wards in Caycmic.” And the wont of that had been whispered only 
to Mr. Ricardo tliat morning and was quite unsuspected by these 
three jKopIc in the roadside garden. ” He wouldn t set a high 
premium on human life, would he? Suppose that he had got just 
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the inrormation he wanted from Maung ! Suppose dut lie had 
caught him up in die jungle and frightened it out of liiiu f What 
would be his next move? To slip back quite unnoticed into England 
and use it. As he would have done but for the chance—cliancc, I 
call It. And his eyes rested upon Ariadne’s free. “ But upon mv 
soul I could find a better word—that I from my niaciMi; in the tree 
saw him in the moonlight. And if he wanted secrecy and to walk 
unsuspected ui the dark, what surer wav could he have taken than 
the way he did take—the way of murder_” 

He broke ofi' with a cry of apology, for Corinne suddeidy swayed 

in her cluir, with her head loose upon her neck. But slic was of 

stouter stuff than her lover Battchilciia. Strickland’s cry quickened 

tile spirit in her. She more than mastered her moment of weakness 

lor she sprang to her feet, her free uplifted, lier hands clenched at hci 
tsidcs. 


‘ I won’t believe di.it,” she said in a bold, clc.ir voia'. “ Maung 
H la told him nothing, for Maung H’la had notliing to tcU.” 

She stood in ^c sunlight, a brave, passionate figure in her simple 
straw-coloured frock, tense from die insteps of her slender feet in 
i ieir scarlet shoes to the crown of her head. She flung out her 
defiance. Stnckland at that moment could not but admire her 
A li.u she might be. a criminal she might be. but she had in the list 
resort the fine gift of courage. She could run. but. pressed, she could 
cimi at bay. She evoked a response at that moment from the deeps 
of Strickland s character. He saw in that gUmpsc of her die girl of 
whom tlic /.riiiM donna liad spokai yesterday night, who liad subdued 
lierselt to the drudgery of her art in order to achieve. He understood 
what m her had made its strong appeal to the chivalry of Ariadne 

The moment of revelation passed. Her frame reUved. She 

chiuigcd into a disconsolate, wistful stripling before their eyes. 

But I should be glad if this terror could p.iss away,” she said m a 
small voice. 

I shall help you.” Strickland said with more warmth in his voice 

than helud yet exhibited. “Listen, Coriimc! I-shaU fmd out this 
man Clutter. ■ . 


Ariadne moved sliarply. A little cry of objection broke from her. 
There s nothing else we con do,” he argued. “ Let me once find 
ium! Somctliing can be arranged.” 

He ^okc with a good deal more of confidence than he fell. 
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Thank you,” said Corinnc, and conijvliing a stnilc to light up 
her face, she daintily curtsied. 

Meanwhile I confess,” lie exckiiincd, ” I wa> wrong hist nighc 
when I .arranged our picnic. \Vc will go b.ack togcdicr to your house, 
Corinnc. Wc’il sliow tlic world that vou h.u e friciicK.” 

***»»! 

Tlicy had met as he had .irrangcd at Putney Dndgo. but ArudiK 
Feme liad insisted that he should send his c.ir home, .ind she should 
drive them in her little open c.ir with a dickey behind. Strickland 
sat ag.iin in the dickey with a new question agitating hi.s mind. 

Sh.all I be in time? Can 1 find this man before lie strikes ag.un? ” 

Not for anything would he have .allowed a doubt to peep out of 
his eyes, or to be audible in his words. But sitting bchiiul, as the 
little car with its aluminium bonnet streaked past the heatlicr-purple 
commons and the pine woods, slid in and out of the traffic in Esher 
and Kingston, and climbed over Coombe Hill, he could give his 
perplexities rein. He had one clue at all events to the whereabouts of 
Archie Cluitcr—the address of the agenc)' in Shaftesbury Avenue 
which had supp!ic<l him to the Setniramis Hotel. 

” Shall 1 be ill time? Shall I l>c in time? ** 

The words beat tlicm.selves out to the pulsuion of tlie engine. 

Ariadne drove diem up to the door of the Doll’s House at half-past 
four in the afternoon. 

Come in .and have some tea,” said Corinnc earnestly. Slie h.id 
no wisli .at that moment to be alone. 

Ariadne nodded to StricklantI, and obediently he said; 

” I should love to,” 

Corinnc opened her door and went in. Ariadne at the side of her 

car was busy .ipparcntly with its gear-handles. Strickland stepped to 
her side. 

“Can I help?” 

“ Yes.” 

Ariadne did not turn her face towards him at all. Nor was there 

anything the matter with her gear-handles. But she said in a low 
voice: 

Answer me a question, Strickland. That soldier you talked 
about last night—so different in the field amongst Im men .at his 
chosen work from the same man in his mufti. Of die two which is 
die real man ? ” 

It was a curious question which quite took Strickland aback. He 
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could not but read into it another meaning. It was in praise of 
Juli.ui Ransomc chat he had used the analogy of the soldier. Ariadne, 
however, had seen the double edge to that praise, for after all it was 
the man in his mufti, whether minister or soldier, who had to be 
lived with. 

“ Well? ” Ariadne persisted. 

He had to be honest with her. Her own honesty compelled it 

" Upon my word, I don’t know,” he said. 

Ariadne nodded her head and abandoned her pretence of examining 
the mechanism of her car. 

” Let us go in and have some tea,” she observed. 

They entered the house and closed the door. The passage was 
empty, die door upon the left-hand closed. “ Corinne! ” Ariadtie 
called, liut no answer was returned. She opened the doer and, 
followed by Strickland, passed into the little parlour. Corinne was 
sitting upon a couch, her hands pressed over her face and the rears 
running out between her fingers and falling in great drops upon her 
knees. On the floor at her feet a tom envelope and the letter it had 
enclosed lay scattered, and close by the letter was a latcli-kcy. 
Ariadne Feme ran to her, and standing behind the couch, dropped her 
hands gently upon her shoulders. 

” My dear! What has happened? ” she asked. 

In a choking whisper from behind her hands Corinne uttered a 
name. 

” Leon,” she said. 

Ariadne Feme was startled. She looked towards Strickland, who 
remained by the door. The same fear was in both their minds. 
Archie Clutter had made his first move. 

” What has happened to him? ” asked Ariadne in a low voice. 

“ He has gone.” 

“ Left you ? ” 

Ariadne’s voice w.as incredulous. But without removing her 
hands. Corinne nodded her head, and her tears fell ever ^stcr. 
Ariadne glanced down at the letter and the envelope and the key. 
They told their talc clearly enough. Her incredulity was swallowed 
up now by angef and contempt. 

” Corinne!, He’s not worth a tear,” she cried. 

In a breaking voice the dancer answered: 

” I know, but I loved him.” 

Widi a shrug of the shoulders Ariadne Feme straightened herself. 
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Her c)cs went again to Strickland, and a groat friendliness shone in 
them. She could not but contrast liiin with the craven whose letter 
Jay upon the ground. She made a signal to him that he should go 
and leave her alone with Corinne, and .15 he went quietly out of the 
door she kissed her hand to him. 

It WAS .almost witli relief that Strickland walked .away from the 
house. Clutter had not yet moved. Tiiere w.is still time, if only 
he was quick. liut he must be quick! If Clutter did strike first, 
however he struck, there must arise a horrible sc.and.al in which the 
whole of the inquest on Eli7.aheth Clutter wouhl be revived under .a 
much more searching .and violent light. And the little scene wliicli 
he had just witnessed in the parlour of the Doll's House proved to 
him more clearly than ever that Ariadiac wouhl be in the very thick 
of it, championing her friend, and inditrcfcnt to .il! t!ic splaslics of 
mud with which she herself would be stained. How much time, he 
Qslccd hirnbclf, h.ij he been given? 

The answer to ih.at question had been given th.it morning in .an 
attic overlooking a wilderness of red cliinancv-pots at the b.ack of a 
dingy home in Dean Street. S0I10. Hospd'Kousseneq h.ad given 
Mr Ric.ardo five minutes’ grace before he himself <lep.artcd from the 
Du.;c Street Garden. Ihcncc. not wiihout a good many devious 
turns and once or twice doubling upon his tracks) he made liis way to 
Dean Street. About midway down tlie long street upon its eastern 
Side stood a lutlc l-rcnch rcstaur.int of the cheaper sort. Dingy white 
curt.anis of muslin hung across the windows, .and over tite door in 
fading letters was legible the name “ C.isp.ard Rousseneq.” 

GasparJ, ,a stout, comfortable person ol middle age, wida a waxed 
black moiutiiche and rosy checks, w.as sweeping the floor of his 
n:st3ur.ant, an .apron about his waist, when Mospcl pushed open the 
He smiled cliccrily at his younger brother. 

Well ? It begins, eh ? ” he asked. 

Hos|>cl nodded. 

“ Soon we pay you back, Gaspard." 

Gaspard shrugged his shoulders. 

Oh, that? When the time comes—no doubt. But I arj well 
content. I w.as thinking of you, little man.” 

I know, returned Hospe). “ I go upstairs for .a moment. 
Then I come down and help you to lay the covers for the luncheon.” 

Mr. Ricardo would hardly have recognised in tlic younger brotlicr 
of Gaspard the Hospcl Rousseneq who had reduced him $0 lately to 
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i Lhii'.H of shivers and obedience. The two brothers had the tradition 
of the family. Tlicy were bound by it in a strong affection. 

“ And the big one? ” asks'd Hospcl. 

Gaspard shook witli hiughtcr. 

“ He c.illcd to me for a lialf-botilc of red wine and I took it to iiim. 
What a prince! Ho is still upstairs reading Iris ncwsp.apcr and 
smoking liis cigarettes. Yes, indeed! What a prince ! 

The Vrince was lying on an iron bedstead with his bed-clothcs and 
a patchwork quilt still covering him. He was stretched out at his 
ease so far as his length of Umbs would allow; his half-bottle of red 
wine .ind a yellow packet of Maryland cigarettes stood upon a 
broken canc-bottomed chair beside him. 


" You arc not up yet 1 ” said Hospcl in evident admiration. 



indeed, wliat a prince! ” 

“ There was once a bloke who retired Irom the army.” quoth the 


Prince, ” .md every moniing afterwards his servant went into his 
room at .six o’clock and said, ‘ Sir, die colonel sends word that you are 
kite ou parade.’ . . . Upon wliich every morning the bloke replied, 
‘ Tell die colonel with my compliments that he can go to hell, and 
tliat if he gives me any more of his lip I’ll come down and kick him 
on die rump.’ Thar,” Archie Clutter remarked sentcntiously as he 
took another pull ■at his vin oidiuaitc and snuggled down under his 
patcliwork counterpane, “ is about the wittiest story in the world.” 

Hospcl contemplated his hero all bunched up on account of the 


shortness of the bed. 


” What a prince I ” he s.iid in a reverent voice. 

The Prince’s lazy good-humour did not last. His eyes narrowed. 

“ And diat decayed old tooth wliich we didn’t extract last night? 
That old gossip? ” 

” He will hold his tongue,” s.iid Hospel. 

” He had better, or 1 shall hold his breath," said the Prince. 

There followed a rumbling at the back of Clutter’s throat pro¬ 
longed and low, like the growl of an ammal. Out from die bed 
suddenly stretched the arm of Hercules, the shapely, powerful hand 
open, the long, sinewy fingers apart. Slowly those fingers crooked 
like talons, whilst with his Ups drawn back from liis strong tccdi and 
die wickedest grin upon liis face, Archie Clutter watched diem. Ever 
so slowly they closed upon the palm, tightening about some invisible 
hindrance, crunching and crumbling it. The narrowed eyes 
glittered; the rumbling became a hideous purr; and when with a 
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final jerk the great hand clenched nsclfin a fist, little Ho5jh 1 R.Hu<eiK<| 
fancied that he heard a luck snap. 

” He won’t even whisper.” Hospel .issurcd his friend *' \ told 
him what an important person you were at Cayenne. He did not 
like that. No, he dul not like it at all.” 

Archie Clutter laughed. He had apparciul) some plc.isant recol¬ 
lections of those d.ays to amuse him after all. For he lay b.ick !or .t 
little while smiling and inh-iling deep into his lungs the smoke of Ins 
cigarette. 

" Come,” he said at Icngtli, putting a leg out ofliis bed. ” Let in 
count up our money.” 

Ho$]x.d took from a cupboard a tin moucy-box and emptied it 
out upon the edge ot the bed. Ihcrc were twenty pounds in notes 
.and two pounds three shilhngs in silver. 

" We v/ant two pounds scvcmecu shillmgs more,” said Archie 
C luttcr. 

Hospel Kousscucc] con>ulied a little penmy diar)- wludt he tool; 
from his (locket. 

” We are at the C.umon Street Idote! for a Juiichcou, at the Wlme- 
hall Rooms for the dinner to-day. We have work every day. In a 
v/eek we .shall have the twcnt)-fivc pounds.” 

Yes, said Archie Clutter as he sat in a nightgown ou die ride of 
the bed. ” Let us say, then, the eighth day from now. We will 
keep dut evening clear. We sh.'.ll have enough besides die twent)- 
fivc pounds to dine ourselves in pleaunt anticipations.” Archie 
ClutUT began to hum a light tunc of the day. “ I will get up now 
and shave, if you’ll bring me some bot water.” 

Hospel Ronsstnetj hurried off upon his err.md, and Archie Clutter 
sat on the edge of his bed with his feet crossed and rattled die money 
up and^down in the money-box. “ Seven more nights and then die 
ciglith, he said. He peered into the money-box and took out a 
little latch-key, own brother to die latch-key whicli a few’ hours hater 
was to lie on the floor of Coritme’s parlour. ” Little traveller,” he 
said, we arc coming to the aid of our Journey now.” He chuckled 
as he tossed die key back into the box, but a spccLitor would have 
been incliued to shudder rather dian to share in the chuckling. 



CHAPTER XVI 


ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS 

CoiONHi Strickland loitered in vain in the neighbourhood of the 
agency in Shaftesbury Avenue. Waiters c.imc and waiters stood 
about the door .xnd diattcrcd on the kerb; m.any of them small with 
spiky shoes .and pomaded hair, but not one of these was Hospel 
Roussencc); many of them tall .md battered, but not one of them 
was Archie Clutter. Those two had their engagements booked for 
the moment. Nor did Strickland know the names by wliich they 
went so that he could ask for them. He drifted up and down the 
by-streew and came round again to the front; and the days passed 
and his anxiety dccpaicd. The mere fact that tlicse men no lojigcr 
solicited employment frightened him. He had reached the mood 
which divined a d.ingcrous plot ui cverytlung. 

On one evening he dined at a grc.it house in a square on the north 
side of Hyde Park. It was a large party of tliirty people, and an 
cntcrt.unment at wliicli Corinne was to dance and a supper were to 
follow. Ariadne Feme .ind Julian Ransomc were both at the dinner¬ 
party ; and .ilthough it did not f.dl to Strickland to sit next to her at 
the table, he )ud a word or tv/o with her in the drawing-room before 
dinner was announced. 

I am nervous," she said. " I have been frightened of tliis party 
all the week.” 

" Why? ” Strickland .iskcd in surprise. 

" I so seldom go to big form.il functions like this nowada)'i," she 
answered. 

Strickland glanced across the room to ivherc Juli.xn R.uisomc was 
talking to a couple of political ladies of the highest quality. He ivas 
in his element, contentedly pompous, archly mysterious. 

‘*1 w.inicd to sit next to you,” continued Ariadne regretfully; 
" but the table’s arranged, and 1 can’t.” 

The regret which Strickland felt upon that score was almost counter¬ 
balanced by his dchght iu the assurance that Ariadne felt somctliing 
of tliat regret too. 

“ But I shall see you after dinner,” he sakl. ‘‘ You arc staying, of 
course, to see Corinne dance? ” 
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Ariadne Feme shook her head. 

I am going down to the House of Commons. Juliau i> gomg to 
m-akcao important speech. You have hc.irJ, of course’ " 

No. 

Th.ic he is likely to go as Parliaimiif.ry Sccrcc.irv to the Board of 
Trade." 

“ Th.-it’s splendid," said Strickland. 

" Yes, isn’t it? ” she replied. 

But Lady Ariadne Feme was a little out of spirits that evening and 
her assent a triHc listless in consequence. 

" Have you any news of Archie Clutter? " she asked, dropping her 
voice a little. 


" None," Strickland answered, and he, too, was smitten with 
gloom. “ He has disapjv.arcd. For good, I hope." 

" And don’t believe," Ari.’.dnc added. 

Dinner was announced at tlut moment, and he was separated trom 
Ariadne. But she was seated at one oi the two round tables .it 
which he sat himself; and almost opposite to him. Slic was cer¬ 
tainly out of spirits. It might be, of course, that the whole ceremoni¬ 
ous function was a trifle oppressive to her Bohemian soul. But her 
old gaict)’ was not there to enliven her corner. She did nor ring like 
tlic true coin of gold she was. After dinner Strickland sought her 
out again. ^ 

. “ When do your rchc.arsals begin ? ” 

She gave a little gasp. Then for the first time that evening her 
mirth seized hold of her. She rippled with laughter, deliciously, 
gleefully. 

What a darling you arc, Strickland ! If you can say the wrong 

thing, you do, don’t you? " 

May the Urd help me to say it oftener if it makes you laugh like 
that, Ariadne, he prayed piously. 

She put her hand upon his arm and the laughter died out of her 
eyes. 


There s a tug-of-war going on," she said with a whinuical lift of 
Jicr eyebrows. The Parliamcnt.ir)’ Sccrctarysbip on one side and 
the Rubicon Theatre on the other, and heaven knows which will 


win 


She got up as she spoke, in obedience to a signal from Ransome. 

IU come back if I am not too late," she said,so wait, my dear, 
will you?" 


li? 


slie went oft with ** her lu.iu,' as she hac^ called Iiiiii. There s!\oc 
through Strickland’s tnind a speculation whether she would use 
just those two words still. He thrnst it back as a disloyalty. But he 
remembered a phrase ot Jnli.'.n Ransoinc s, All tliat ha,s got to end. 
He, Strickland, svas apparently not the only relic of the days of 
Mr. Dbraeli. 

He saw Corinne dance, a creature of fire and swift grace. There 
w.is no trace of the tears which had coursed down her checks at her 
desertion by Battchilena; not a shadow of the terror which overhung 
her like a cloud; not a hint of the defiance with which she had 
stood at bay in the roadside garden before his questions. She 
was just the lovely playtliing which Madame Chrestoff had termed 
her. 

Stricklaiul did not seek her out when her performance was over. 
His eyes were too constantly upon the doorway, searching for 
Ariadne Feme, liis thoughts too busy wondering whether the gallant 
scheme of life she had planned was already a thing of rags and tatters. 
But Ariadne did not return, and at one o’clock in the morning Strick- 
l.iul bade liis hostess good-night, and walked out into Great Cum¬ 
berland Place. 

He w.dked along in a muse, habit rather th.in any intention guiding 
his steps. E.arlicr in ihc evening a light shower of ram h.id fallen, 
.md under the lamps the pavement of the side-walks had the sheen of 
black marble. The night now was clear though dark, and but for 
th.it undertone of breaking surf, which never ceased, very still. 
Strickland seemed to have the town to himself—reserved for an hour 
so that he might the more lucidly explore the hopes and destiny of 
Ariadne Feme. Even the belated man far dosvn upon the opposite 
side of the street, of whose white scarf and silk hat and evening shoes 
he cauglit a gleam, beneath the stand.ards, appeared to approach 
with a noiseless tread, so that his thoughts might not be interrupted. 
Tbcu the man turned into an opening upon his right, and Strickland, 
as he came opposite to the spot, awoke with a kmd of shock to the 
knowledge that he was walking down South Audley Street and that 
the opening was the mouth of that blind alley at the bottom of which 
Corinne Uved. 

But tlicrc was no otlicr house except Corinne’s in the alley. The 
man in evening dress, indeed, was already at her door. Evidently 
he had a latch-key. For the little black front door swung open with¬ 
out a sound, and the visitor melted in the doorway. 
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'' So, after .ill, Battchilcna has returned/' Strickland rcHccicd, aiul 
he continued on his wav towards Curion Street. 

IHic though Ills thoughts were <till conccutrjtcd upon Ari.idnc .Ukl 
Julian Ransotne, and still busily speculating how their c.illant adven¬ 
ture was to culminate, a strange uneasiness 'pr.ing up m him and ran 
as an undercurrent to his spccuLitions. Accompanying them, 
throbbing in unison to them—rather like that unceasing rumble and 
thunder of the town. Yet unlike it in this. The distant thunder, so 
eontiniious and regular, ceased in the end to be noticeable at all. The 
uficasinc'S tmule itself more and more felt, .and finally forced i^elt 
into the very torefront of Strickland’s consciousness. He h.ad runied 
to the left down the slope t)f Cur2on Street before it brought him to 
a halt. 

He stood still upon the pavement, tr\'iiig to trace this iiK]uietudc to 
Its yiurcc. Hactcliilena? Yes, but Battchilena had lied. Were these 
the causes of his anxicts'? Strickland was able vetv quickiv to 
answer ” No.” Battchilcn.a, hearing none of the ill news which he 
feared, might have secretly returned. And even if he h.id not, 
.mother might have taken Ins place. It is true that he had seen 
Corinne k eeping over Battchilena’s desertion of her, like a second 
Dido. 

” But the Corinnes of the world patch their broken hearts verv 
quickly.” he refleaed; and then the real cause smote him. 

That belated visitor had not made a sound. It was not merely 
ihiU he himself h.ad been sunk deep in his own reveries, but the man 
had actu.iliy walked soundlessly; and on a still, d.ark niglu of empt)’ 
streets, each one of them a sounding-board, a canyon for cchcxrs. 
Strickland was sure ofit; and the certainty brought with it a curiously 
eerie sensation, which made him lift his shoulder^ with a ihrill of dis¬ 
comfort and look about him for an enemy. It was .as though he had 
passed with an imdisccming eye the man without a shadow upon a 
siuilit day, and only afterwards had realised with a shock the ghostly 
thing which he had passed. 

Strickland's memory, now sdmuLated into activity, acquainted 
him with another detail. The man had moved with cxtraorduiary 
speed and—still more—with an extraordinary smootlmess. For all 
the while he had seemed to stroll. There had not been a sign of 
flurry or haste. Yet Strickland had been quite close to the moudi 
of the blind alley when the visitor turned into it, and the door of the 
Doll’s House was already open when It had come into his view- 
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Stricklatid turned and retraced his steps, whilst alarm suddenly rang 
all its bells within his breast. 

Tlicy rang the louder when he c.amc in sight of the blind alley and 
S.1W the little house glimmering white at the bottom of it. For, 
from the roof to the ground, not a light shone in any wmdow. It 
faced tlic night silent and blind, guarding its secrets. What Strickland 
s'xpected he could not have told. A wild scream, pcrlups tearing 
the niglit; a red ilaili .;nd the sound of a report. Something of 
Iiorror and shame was to leap from behind the screen of the house. 
And then, whilst he stood with his heart racing, a light did shine in a 
room upon the first Hoor—not a swift glare, .as swiftl) e.Ktinguishcd, 
Isut the ordinary steady light of an electric globe. And it burned in 
('online’s bedroom, tlic room with .all tiic dainty ,ir;iilery of ihc 
toilet. 

In a revulsion ofhis feelings, Strickkind laughed aloud. Ikittcliilcna 
or a later lover—who cared ? Probably Corinne as little as anyone. 

Uut he was inclined to see the end of this sordid episode if he could. 
If there was a new lover ho had Iscttcr know. If Battchilena had 
mustered up enough courage to return, he had better know that too. 
But he could not stand and wait in front of tlie house. Sooner or 
liter 1 constable would come along and ask him his business. He 
walked .iccordingly northwards to Grosvenor Square, c.ist to the left 
along Grosvenor Street, cast again to the left down Park Strs'ot, and 
once more into South Audlcy Street. A hundred yards or so and 
he was at the comer. South Audlcy Street stretched to his left hand 
and his right, as empty as an omnibus in tlic middle of tiic day. He 
walked slowly up the street again. A little way .ahead of him, hut 
on the opposite side of the road, gaped the mouth of the alley. 
When the Doll’s House came within his view, he s.iw tli.at tlic light 
WMS still burning in Corinne’s room. 

But as he passed the alley it seemed to him that there was a move¬ 
ment at the bottom of it. The door was once more opening. This 
lime he heard the slight jar as it was closed again. Corinne’s belated 
visitor was going home. Strickland did not pause or slacken in his 
walk. But he crossed tlic road as though he svas making for Mount 
Street, and as he crossed lie looked doNvn the street. The visitor was 
walking northwards too, but with die swift, nobcless stride he had 
used before, and the same easy smoothness, as if he strolled. At the 
comer of Mount Street the two men met and crossed. For a 
moment Strickland’s blood ran cold. Corinne’s visitor towered 
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over liiin. Strickland saw lus face and the glirtiT of his eyes. Ir 
was the tii’cr-man of the jutigle. the waiter of the Scniiraniis Hotel— 
Archie Chnter. 

Strickland let him go by, and as soon as he was otit of siglir, he 
raced back down the street to the house. What horrible cat.istrophe 
had hapjscned there? During tliosc minutes when he had been 
pacing the ncithbouring streets, what dreadful tiling? And done 
how silently? As he reached die mouth of the alley, a change had 
come over tiic aspect of the house. Behind the curtains of every 
window now the lights were burnuig. Strickland stopped in 
amazement. There was no outcry, no disturbance. Yet in the 
house the iuh.abitants—some of diem, at all cvent-s—were awake. 
He acted upon an impulse. He walked straight to the door and 
knocked. In a moment or two the metal Hap of the letter-box was 
lifted. 

“ Who is It? ” 

It was the voice of a woman which asked liic question, but not 
Coriunc’s. 

“John Strickland.” 

He heard a whispered colloquy and the door was opened. 
Corinne’s maid had opened it. She had thrown a clo.ik over her 
shoulders and her bare feet were thrust into sbppcrs. Li the doorway 
of the parlour stood Corinne. She was wrapped about in a dressing- 
gown of blue silk, brocaded with gold and lined with swansdown. 
Her feet, bare like her maid’s, were shod with satin mules; and she 
stood quite silent, very pale, and gazing at him with the strangest’ 
inscrutable eyes he had ever seen. 

She was safe, at all events—safe and unliurt! 

“ I was passing. I saw that all your windows were alight,” he 
said to excuse himself for his unconventional visit. 

Corinne beckoned him into the parlour, and as soon as he had 
entered, she closed the door. Upon a small round table at the end 
of the couch stood a tumbler quite half full of a deep brown drink, 
and beside the tumbler a bottle of liqueur brandy. 

“ Yes? ” she asked, her eyes still upon lus face, quiet, m)’Stcriou$, 
telling him not one smallest thing of the purposes behind them. 

“ 1 thought, perhaps, that you had a party,” he went oru 

“ No. Tlicre was no party.” 

He caught a transient hint of irony in the girl’s voice, but othcr- 
Nvisc it revealed as little as her eyes. There liad been one dominating 
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idea in SirickUnd's mind ihcsc two years past—the idea of Ariadne 
Feme. Pcrlups, even more than he had ever realised, that idea 
struck the notes of thought and word and action. He reacted to it; 
it had become an instinct; and instinctively, because Corinne was 
secret, he practised sccrcc)* too, lest frankness might in some way do 
liarni to Ariadne. 

“ I was misled then,” he said. ” For iii die distance I saw a man 
in evening dress come out of the alley, and I thought that he must 
be coming away from you.” 

” Yes,” Corinne replied. ” 1 have had a great shock to-night.” 
With a swiit and surprising movement, she picked up the tumbler, 
h.ilt lull of old brands', from the console and swallowed its contents 
it! a single draught. 

” A pleasant shock,” she continued. ” For Leon Battcliilena has 
come back to me. It was he whom you saw. Good night ”; and 
Strickland went out from die house. 



CHAPTER XVn 


AT PEACOCK FARM 

If Jolui Strickland had turned to the right when he came out of 
Stratton Street die next mommg into Piccadilly, he niiglit very likely 
have spared hiinsclf the bitter sorrows and perplexities wluch were so 
soon to enmesh him. For, in that case, he would have gone sir.ught 
to Ariadue Feme widi his story of the startling cxjierience wliich had 
befallen him on die previous night. He did, indeed, hesiutc for a 
few moments upon the pavement as to which way he sliould turn. 
Hut in the end he tamed to die left—in search of Mr. Angus Trevor, 
at the olTices of The Flame newspaper. 

“ Archie Clutter has a latch-kc)’ for Corinnc\ Iioiusc ”—that was 
the master diought in his mind, by which all his other thoughts took 
colour. “ He t.m go in .and out at his pleasure. There is no outer)' 
w'hen he goes in. Coriime and he arc in a cons|>ir.icy together, and. 
since she lied to me about her visitor, that conspiracy means tiotliing 
but liarm to Ariadne. We arc to be kept in the dark until such lime 
os they think it convenient to show dieir hand.*' 

Ariadne and he had been jockeyed. Oirimie’s fear, so vividly 
shown at the “ Noughts and Crosses ” Club, took on now i]uitc a 
different complexion. She was afr.iid di.-it her conspiracy was in 
danger of detection. 

“ She played her little comedy at her house that night, the mure 
completely to pull die wool over our eyes,” he reasoned, and, as he 
recalled Ins meticulous search of die premises with the two girb ner¬ 
vously close upon his heels, lie could iiavc kicked himselt for an 
innocent before the whole City of London, its Lord Mayor and its 
Aldermen, with the Recorder thrown in. 

” Happily, Ariadne won’t stand for trcacliery. That’s one tiling,” 
lie argued. 

Treachery was, to her, the one black, unpardonable crime. She 
stood firm upon that principle, a lighthouse upon a rock in die 
Atlantic. She did not slander her friends, and her friends must not 
slander her. She did not trick them, and dicy must not go about to 
get the wind of hec. But could he prove treachery to her loyal mind ? 
Suppose tliat she were to answer: 



Blit you were mistaken last night. It tt’rw Baitcliilena, 1 know, 
for Corinne says so.” 

No, it was better to turn to the left and seek Mr. Angus Trevor. 
Angus Trevor had given him a hint that the whole trutli had not been 
told at Eli2.ibcth Clutter’s inquest. 

“ If 1 were to work at it." he had said, " I should try to discover 
whether Corinne had dropped a word or two, before her friend’s 
dc.ith, to the effect tliat she c.vpectcd a handsome legacy in the im¬ 
mediate future, for that is just the sort of imprudence which a girl 
harassed by creditors is likely to commit.” 

In his distress Strickland re.id a good deal more of meaning and 
suggestion into those words than they could bear. 

’■ Trevor knows something,” he assured himself. “ And if I c.in 
only get It out of him, some defmitc evidence that Corinne had a 
hand in tliat woman’s death, she shall leave for the Continent by the 
first boat and leave for good.” 

Thus he argued, and thus he turned to the left instead of to the 
riglit upon liis urgent business. But he reached the newspaper office 
at an hour which waS premature. Murchison had not arrived. 
There was no sign of Trevor: The Flame as yet was burning low; 
the great ship was running .at quarter speed; from roof to basement 
hardly a pl.ank quivered; the throb of its machinery was measured 
and sedate. Strickland read the paper upside down for a consider¬ 
able time in the ante-room to the editor’s office. Then Murchison 
arrived, b.irkcd pleasantly at him, and telephoned for Trevor. 
Trevor unfortunately lived at Brixton and, though he came with all 
speed, yet another half-hour was consumed before he entered the 
office. 

'* You want to see me, Colonel Strickland? ” he asked, 

“ Very much.” 

“ The same subject? ” 

** Yes." 

He reminded Trevor of the words he had used. 

" I meant no more than 1 said. Colonel Strickland,” Trevor replied. 
" That is how I should have set to work, if I had set to work. But 
I never did. I never had any reason to.” 

Trevor was speaking now with a distinct reserve in his voice, and 
John Strickland was utterly disappointed. 

" I am sorry,” he said. *' I have brought you from home to no 
purpose, I am afraid.” 
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“ That’s all right.” 

Stricklajid was gathering up hii hat and his gloves. No doubt hii 
dejection was very risible. He had once more encountered a wall 
separating him from the secret of the maze. Angus Trevor went to 
the window and looked out ot it. He was a ver)’ busy young man, 
and people flitted in and out of his existence without leaving memories 
behind diem as a rule. Hut he did reincinhcr that he had felt an 


unusual friendliness towards Strickland. He began, indeed, to feel 
it again now. Probably Strickland had some very sound reason tor 
pursuing his inquir)'. 

” You see,” he said, “ news is news. It’<i my business to gee it 
and make the most of it—and 1 won’t say that, if it was for the paper, 
I wouldn’t go a step or two farther to get it. than I otherwise would. 
But I am not out for hounding people dowii—especially a girl who 
has come up to tlic top from nowhere, and has made a little corner for 
herself in the world, which she fills very daintily. Yon see that. 
Colonel Strickland?” 




Yes, 1 do.” 


” On (he other hand. I would like to servo you if I could.” 

Strickland put his hat and his gloves down again. Trevor took a 
tiini across the room and stopj^d in front of him. 

” Suppose you got the whip>hand of Corinne, Colonel, what do 
you mean to do? " 

Strickland answered him frankly. 

“ I should imist upon her leaving England at once.” 

“ For liow long? ” 

” I can’t say. A very few months, perhaps.” 

Angus Trevor nodded his hcasl. He had been reviving his 
memories of Strickland's previous visit, and of certain hints which 
had then been dropped. 

Until a certain marriage takes place, eh? ” 

The question was an uncomfortable one. During these last few 
days Strickland had become a little less confident that the good ship, 
The Callaiil AivetUute, would ever set out upon its voyage. 

“ I can’t say that,” he said awkwardly. ” [ had better say, until 
I lift the embargo. It can’t be for very long. Somethmg must 
happen.” 

He was tliinking of Archie Clutter, since, very soon, Archie Clutter 
must pby his hand for what it was worth. Trevor, however, read 
into the words another meaning. If that marriage were not after all 
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to take plncc—why, anodter might. He was iiicUncd even more to 
Itclp StrickLind if he could. 

” 1 feel more and more ceruin," Smckland continued. “ that unless 
1 can interfere a catastrophe will happen—not the little thing I used 
to fear—scandal and mud-sliuging and a horrible detanung laughter— 
but a real cac.nsrrophc. I have sail no .actual evidence to offer you, 
but I know that Corinne is plotting and lying. And this, perhaps— 

I don’t know whedier it will weigh with yoti at all—probably 

not-” He began to hesitate, but radicr over a choice of words 

than from .my reluct.mce to express his mind. He had to express a 
conviction wliich, on the face of it, was no ntorc th.m a foolish super- 
>urion. He could only hope to secure Trevor’s help by proving that 
from the bottom of his soul he himself believed it. 

“ Long ago I had a presentiment that this trouble was coming. It 
may sound ridiculous to you, but 1 w.as certain from the first moment 
when I was conscious of if, that it was the one premonition and 
warning out of a hundred which comes true. And—this is the point 
—every single thing that has occurred since in connection with it, 
has home me out. Yes, that’s absolutely true. It’s like some 
monstrous malady which grows ,and deepens and spreads, regularly, 
steadily towards some dreadful conclusion which the doctor liidcs 
from you. Oh, I wane to avoid that conclusion. I want a cure. 1 
must seek for it everywhere.” 

Whether the argument convinced Trevor or not, the sincerity and 
fire of the appeal certainly persuaded him. 

” As a matter of fact, i did run back here after I had left you on 
your first visit,” l>c said. ” But you had gone. And on thinking it 
over, I was glad that you had gone. Just wait here for a moment, 
will you? ” 

Trevor hurried out of the room and returned again after the space 
of a few minutes, and there was a briskness in his manner of which 
there had been no sign before. 

“ Now, first of all,” he said as he lit a cigarette. “ I can’t promise 
you any success. It’s a chance, the merest chance; but I gadier chat 
you arc willing to spend your time over a chance.” 

“ Certaiidy;” said Strickland. 

” You have a car? ” 

" Yes.” 

” And the whole day free? ” 

“Yes.” 
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“ For we may not be back until late this evening ” 

'* That doesn’t matter,” Strickland assured him. 

“ Ver)’ well. What 1 ran back here ilie otlicr day to give you \v.«s 
an address, but, as a iu.iacr of fict, the address would have Wen n<' 
use to you if you had applied for it b) ) ourselt. 15 iU to-day I’ll corne 
svith you. I have an hour’s work to do. perliaps a little more.’ 
Trevor looked at his watch. ” I shall be free at one o'clock.” 

Stncklaud rose and gathered up once more his hat .xnd lu.s glow'. 

“ Then the sooner I leave you alone, die better,” he said. ” U 
you will come to Pall Mall he mentioned die name of a club in 
that reserve of clubs—“ as soon as you have finished, I will liavc some 
lonchcon ready for you and the car at die door. We shall take k' 
time that way than if we started in a big car from dm neighbourhood.’ 

Thus it was decided. Strickl.ind went off to his club, and tele¬ 
phoned thence to his garage lor his big car. That done, he called up 
Lady Ariadne Feme, and was told that she had left tlic home and was 
not expected hack for luncheon. For a .second time th.it day cli.ince 
dropped its pinch of sand into the complicated m.icUmer) ol in 
life. Arudne had herself telephoned to him at Ills Hat in Stratton 
Street before twelve o’clock and had left an urgetu message to be 
debvered to him the moment he returned. But he liad not retunicd 
to his Hat, just as he had not turned to die right at the comer ol 
Stratton Street; and die message was not delivered until all its use 
had long since vanished. 

1 res'or arrived at the club later than he had announcctl; and it 
was two o’clock ui the afternoon before the big car set out upon its 
long journey. It moved at first but sl«)wly amidst the checks and 
traffic of die streets, its great length and dark, low body swinging 
round the comers with a silence that w.is almost sinister. Through 
miles upon miiesof unfinished suburbs where brand-new yellow villas 
elbowed out of the way low-roofed wliitc liotises which had once 
been larmstcads; along miles upon miles of gleaming tram-lines on 
each side of which new towns seemed to liave sprung up overnight; 
and tlicn with one bound ilic car shot into ojscn country, and wiili a 
purr of contentment setded to its work. 

The tsvo travellers liardly spoke at all. Trevor, with hb eyes 
losing not a detail of the sun-ht countryside as it flaslicd past the win¬ 
dows, was registering upon his mind his impressions of the journey, ot 
the car, of its speed and gUding smoothness, of hills which rose in &ont 
of him, a slender wliitc riband of road between dark trees, and became 
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imperceptibly a downward slope which they descended giddily; 
was already minting those impressions in phrases and storing them 
away in comers of his mcmor\' for use upon their fitting occasions. 
Strickl.tnd, upon his side, asked no questions. He was not the leader 
of this expedition. In his own good time die leader would talk. 
Meanwhile lie lived over and over again the hours of the early 
morning. Idc saw the small black door open, the light go up in the 
bedroom on the first floor; he looked again iiito Corinne’s undecipher¬ 
able eves; he saw her gulp downi her h.alf-tumblcr of neat brandy; 
he heard )kt defiant lie—” It was Battchilcna *’; and the recollection 
was .1 sh.ulinv upon the landscape, eclipsing the sun. Why should she 
lie to him who w.is trying to serve her, unless she meant harm to one 
of ills friends ? And there w.is no other friend whom she could harm 
but Ariadne. 

The car swung over the Chiltems and slid down into HighWy- 
combe. A moniciiLiry smile of amusement softened the aspect of 
Strickl.and’s face as he considered how little the town could have 
changed since ” the days of Mr. Disraeli.” The famous Red Lion 
Hotel still stood upon the main street, .is it were to bear liim com¬ 
pany and to comfort him with the evidence that he was not the only 
relic of those days. High Wycombe w.is left behind, and some while 
afterwards, when the shadows were lengthening and the day began 
to cool, they passed amongst the wide green fields and high elm- 
avenues of Warwickshire. The city of die famous spires w.is traversed, 
and half an hour afterwards, Angus Trevor, after asking a few ques¬ 
tions of a passer-by, gave an order through the speaking-tube and 
die car turned off the main road into a lane between high hedges hung 
with honeysuckle .ind wild roses. At the end of the lane a clump of 
trees hid all but the tall, wide chimneys of an old house. Trevor 
spoke again through the tube .ind the car stopped. 

” It will be better if we arrive a little unexpectedly,” he said. 

The two men thereupon descended into the lane. Strickl.ind was 
lost in surprise. What secrets could an old house buried in the green¬ 
ery and the trees of the Midlands hold about so recent and feverish a 
matter as this of Elizabeth Clutter and Corinne the dancer? The 
very aspect of the place, so quiet, serene and set apart, denied that 
any solution of the sordid riddle was to be discovered here. Even 
Angus Trevor was affected with a like fancy. For when he came in 
sight of the homestead itself he cried out with an incredulous 


“ what ail ofiicc for what a trade ! I never saw the hoaw before, 
and I shall never get used to its application to this business.” 

Tlicy were standing upon a grass plot where the lane ended. In 
front of them was the house, a small Tudor m.uior of black beams 
and wliite plaster and windows of an elegance and beauty ot v/hich 
the very secret has been long forgotten. It was surrounded by a 
tiny moat, and a little wooden bridge, which could still be raided, and 
by the look of tlie shining chain and wheel, was still raised ot an 
evening, crossed if in front of the gate. Tlie gate w.as flanked b) old 
grey walls breast-high, over which the two men could see a laVMi like 
an emerald, old yew bushes, cut into the sh.ipcs of peacocks, and a 
flagged path leading to the door. 

Trevor crossed the bridge witli Strickland at his heels, and m.irch- 
ing up the pathway, rang the bell. There was no sign of life about 
the farm; not even a dog barked; and no one answered the bell. It 
seemed to Strickland tlut he had been transported into .1 kind of 
dreams, or ratlier into a child’s fairy book. For a little conventional, 
everyday event, yet rnarkediv out of place in tins environment, now 
occurred, producing just that mixture of fantasy and practical things 
which is the very substance of the fairy-tale. Whilst they waited in 
the porch a postman, with liii sack upon liis b.ick and his red-banded 
shako upon his head, entered the gate and came up to ilic door with 
such a bundle of letters in his hand as would have done credit to a 
City firm. He slipped them all in a tiny Niagara into the letter¬ 
box and took himself off again after ringing the bell. 

Strickkind stared incredulously at Trevor. Trevor nodded liis 
head and looked about that lonely and peaceful scene. 

“ Yes, seems sort of incongruous, doesn’t it ? ” he agreed. “ But it 
would seem a damned sight more incongruous if you could guess 
what was inside diosc envelopes.” 

Trevor rang the belt a diird time, and at l.ut a heavy footstep .slowly 
approached widiin the passage. But the door was not opcnesl. 
They heard die rattle of the letter-box .and the footsteps receded. 
Trevor, however, had come to the end of his patience. He ham¬ 
mered upon the door; and the sound of the footsteps ceased alto¬ 
gether. Whoever had fetched tliosc letters was standiiig, quite still— 
merely surprised? Or shaken by fear? As diough, in this retired 
nook, he expected some dreadful message. Strickland’s mood was 
that of one prepared for wonders. The evening light itself lay upon 
the fields and die silent house was unearthly and magical. Trevor 
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h iimncrcd hii challenge at the door again, and now it opened and a 
larcc, bearded man blocked up the opening. 

■■ This is Peacock Farm, I think? ” said Trevor. 

" It may be.” the man r<ylicd cautiously. 

I should like to see Mrs. C.aroline Dcajiham,” 

The big man shook his head. 

“ If Mrs. Bengham lives here,” he said slowly after a full minute 
ol reHection, “she doesn’t receive anv visitors.” He ended witli a 
smile ofeontentmenr. He w.as intending to be very crafty and astute, 
•md in his own opinion he w.as triumpKantlv successful. 

“ She will see me.” Trevor remarked confidently, and producing 
n card, he li.vnded it to the man. 

“ I am Mrs. Bcaghain’.s bailiff.md m.tnagc the business of the fann,” 
the m.an answered. 

” That won’t do. 1 am not concerned with the business of the 
farm,” said Trevor, holding liis ground. 

The bailirt read the name upon the card .as slowly as if he were 
spelling it out letter by letter. Then he made a singular remark. 

" We make no complaint. Nothing of any value was taken.” 

“ Oh! ” Trevor exclaimed sharply. ” Then vou have had a 
burglary here! ” 

The bailiS* now looked surprbed'—aiad a little chagrined. He had 
not been quite so politic ,as he imagined. 

“ Then you are not of the police? ” he .asked. 

“ Nothing whatever to do with the police,” said Trevor cheerfully. 

But the bailiff was inclined to visit his own indiscretion upon the 
two travellers. 

” Then you have no need to come worrying us here. We buy 
nothing at tlic door, nor even sewing machines. So good evening 
to you,” he said roughly and he made as if to close the door. ( 

“ You take my card in to Mrs. Bcagham,” said Trevor witli a 
sudden violence. ” How dare you keep me standing here? Do you 
think I want to talk witli you?” 

The unexpected attack, carried out with every' sign of resentment, 
baffled tlic slow wits of the b.ailiff. He stepped back and fingered his 
beard. 

“ Oh ! ” he said, and again ” Oh! ” He looked afresh at die card. 

WeU, wait here! ” he muttered grudgingly. 

He closed die door and locked it, and his slow footsteps retreated 
lieavily. 
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Trevortunifd tobiscotnpaiuonwuluklookot ipccul.tiion iii lii> cw' 

“ Curious tlut. ell ? I mean about the bisr’iarv. I woiuler.” 

At what he wondered Strickl.ind li.»d no time to inquire, lor die 

b. uhiT’s footsteps were heard once more. But they at'pro.icli.J 
now with a new alacriry. He opened the door, made tjuire .1 
civil apology and brought thetii into the house. Then he led them 
down a narrow corridor ot old I'ieair.uig panels and opened .i door 

" In here,” he said, and clumped awa). 

Striekland found hiinscU in a bright, small parlour looking on t-' 

III orch.ard.and fumuhed in the licaswstvlc of carlv Victori.iii d.u^. 

* • • 

It was ugly but solid, and the two travellers were at all events sparcil 
the gilt gimcrackery of the ciglitics. Antimacassars hung over the 
backs ot chairs, wax fruit, painted such yellows and reds as real fruit 
even in these days of paint would have blmhed to wear, stood cxposcil 
under glass eases on the mantelshelf, whilst small pictures in big 
over-decoriicd frames hung ujxin wails p.ipered with cnorninm 
roses. And cver^^whcrc —<mi die sofa, the cluirs, the fable, even on 
i!ic tloor wlucli Brussels had carpeted—was spread such a httet 
ot torn envelopes, ill-written letters, and the clie.ipcsf sort of periodical 
as nude the room a refuse heap for a bonfire. In the window at one 
of tliosc ridinilous little desks of walnut wood with twisted pillarN 
and side drawers and a sloping, narrow, leather-covered lid. sat the 
inhabitant of tlie room, a stout, middle-aged, slatternly woman 
attired in a cotton wrap and with a pair of carpet slippers upon her 
feet. Her hair was done up in an untidy b.ill at the back of her head, 
and she had a pale, roughly fe.irured, large face widi small eyes set too 
close together and a prominent, iiard jaw. It was definitely an tm- 
plcasant faa*. but upon the appearance of Trevor it lightened to 
something like amiability. 

The room had a scent of tobacco and on the desk at which the 
woman wrote was a briar pipe smoked as black as (he panels in the 
corridor. This was Mrs. Caroline Beagham. 

“ Carrie,” said Trevor .os he shook her by the IvuiJ. ” You owe 
me a good turn, don’t you? I saved you from appc.aring as a witne>s 
ill a libel action which would liave blown your flourishing little 
(actory sky-high, didn’t I? Went to no end of trouble to get the 

c. tse settled out of court. Not for your beautiful eyes, you will say. 
Agra'd. Your beautiful eyes, Carrie, were purely incidental. But 
they Were saved, weren’t they? So now stand and deliver! I want 
you to help my fxictid, Colonel Strickland.” 
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Mrs. Dcagham rose from her desk, swept the litter from two arm- 
<h.iirs .md invited her guests to be seated. 

“ Gentlemen, you c.in smoke,” she s-iid, and lighting her own bri.nr 
pipe, she sat down at her e.asc in a third cliair. Mrs. Beaglum’s voice 
w.is hard like her face, and of a high pitch. But, again, it was not 
nnamiable. The interview certainly w.is beginning in a more prom¬ 
ising sr\ le than tlic encounter with the bailiff could have led the two 
men to anticipate. 

I haven’t saiil a woril to Colonel Strickland about tlie w.iv in 
wliich you po.ssibly may be able to help him. I propose to do so 
now. You c.m rely upon his reticence.” 

'■ A gentleman and a soldier,” Caroliitc Dcagham agrccvl, sjx-aking 
with a provincial accent. 

Strickland blushed and bowed, and Angus Trevor turned to him. 

” Mrs. Beagham has a touch of genius,” he observed. “ You 
■can recognise it in her f.icc and in the eccentricity of her dress.” 

A glimmer of a smile appeared in the wom.an’s eyes, 

” <^i along with you, mister,” she said, puffing at her pipe. 

” She invented an ingenious and lucrative business,” he resumed, 
getting along as he w.as bidden. ” This old and innocent manor is 
the clearing house for die scandals and gossips and secrets of the 
butlers and servants belonging to the gentry of England. The 
bmincss is conducted on the strictest principles. All inform.ation is 
paid for at its commercial value; and he who once lets Carrie in 
c.aii never more be officer of hers. From this sylvan retreat radiate 

the spicy pars about Lady O-and Mr. T—— and die Duke 

of Omnium Gatherum. Here, too, the prudent money-lender can 
dbeover whether he h.ad better send another registered envelope 
stuffed with bank-notes or whether to put on the screw instead. A 
host of useful duties arc dbeharged in this house. It would not be 
too much to say that C-arric is one of the Pillars of Society, though to 
be sure it is a Pillar in the crypt rather than one in the transept.” 

Mrs. Caroline Beagham listened to Angus Trevor’s oration with 
the kind of amusement which a very serious philosopher miglu feel in 
the .antics of a funny man at a fair. 

“ These London gentlemen do go on,” she said complacently to 
Strickland. She looked ag.ain towards Angus Trevor. ” Yes, I said 
1 would prove my gratitude if ever 1 could. What do you want of 
•me? 

Angus Trevor dropped his air of raillery. 

142 


*' All ihc details you possess with reference to Elizabctli Clutter 
and Cofiiine the dancer.” 

What lutlc c.xprcssion there was and wli.it little C()h>ur ebbed out ot 
Mrs. Be.igbani’s face as she listened. But tor the eyes m it, it might 
have been taken for a vegetable. The body, too, was suddenly \ cry 
still. 

So she sat for the space of a good many seconds. Then, hftmg her¬ 
self witli an efiort out of her cliair, she ojiened the parlour door. In 
some nehthbouring room a ty-pewriting machmc was now clicking 
and clacking and ringing its tiny bell after brief intervals, as if Stx'icty 
was mdeed only preserved trom tumbling to pieces by the work done 
in Peacock Farm. 

‘‘Judy! ” shouted Mrs. Bcagham; and the clack of the typewriter 
ce.ised. ‘‘ My daughter,” she explained to her visitors; and a tall 
and very pretty girl in a red dress ran briskly into the room. 

” You wanted me, mother-” she began, ;uh 1 stopped as she 

caught sight of the two men. 

Judy was twenty-one years old and. to make up perhaps for die 
slattcrliness of her mother, she w.as impeccably trim from her sleek 
dark head to her bois-de-rose silk stockmgs and bright strapped shoes. 

” Yes, dear I Just find me, will you, please, that letter of Lord 
(Julalla's butler. Cowchcr—George Cowchcr.” 

Judy Bcagham started violently. She gazed at her moUier in 
doubt and surprise. 

” .'\bout-? " she asked. 

" Yes.” 

Judy shot a c)uick glance at die two visitors. 

‘‘ Then these gendcinen-” she began. 

‘‘ No,” replied her mother. 

Strickland wondered whether that truncated question was the 
same one which the bailiff had asked of them in the porch. But 
Judy Bcagham made no further protest. She took a bunch of 
keys from one of ihc side drawers of the foolish little writing-table 
and unlocked a cupboard in the wall of the room. A row of big 
volumes very like those in Mr. Ricardo’s library was exposed n> 
view. Only the backs of these here were lettered A, B, C, D, etc., 
instead of marked with the dates of yean. At the end of die row 
stood a little index-book. 

Tim Judy Bcagham took down, and seating herself crossed her 
knees. 
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“ Cowchcr? ” she asked. 

“ Cowchcr, George,” the mother repeated. 

jtidy opened the book at the letter C and tan a slim foigcr down 


the page. 

■' P.igc 23,” she ■■jicl, .tnd springing up she replaced tlie index and 
took down the big volume entitled C. With this hi her arms she 
resinned her scat. The covers of the book were locked together. 
|udy chose a tiny key upon her bunch and unlocked them; and in 
her every movement tlicre was a neatness and an cfiiciency which 
took Angus Trevor by storm. 

‘‘ Ws' keep very little,” Mrs. Bcagham explained placidly. ” All 
these letters )ou see scattered here—Judy and I will gather them up 
.md make a great bonfire of them as soon as they have served their 
turn. It’s only the things which might be of importance and value 
in tile future that we keep and classif)-.” 

Strickland was struck dumb by the woman’s serenit)' and com¬ 
posure. She sat there in her cotton wrapper and her carpet slippers, 
describing a business wliich certainly included blackmail as one of its 
side-lines, and never turned a hair. He could but stare at her open- 
mouthed. As for Angus Trevor, his eyes were fixed upon Judy, 
who sat with die big volume open upon her knee and dismay stark 
upon her face. 

” Mother! ” she said in a wliispcr; and the whisper was so urgent 
that it drew all the eyes in that room at once upon her. 

'* What’s the matter, dear? ” 

” It was that tlicy were after. Cowchcr’s letter. Look! 

She inclined the volume so that all could see. A title to the page 
written in ink, and underneath the line a bare white page on which 
shone here and there a spot of viscous Buid. A letter had been 
gummed upon that bare white page, and the letter had gone. 
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CUMMER x\in 


COWCHER’S LETTER. 

Strickland’s )iopc> cr.islicd. Trevor hj<i brought lum in a straight 
line to the very door ot the cavern, but otIicr> had been before 
him with the in.igic word upon their lips. The cavern w.in 
empty. 

They?” lie cried in a riuttcr of nl.irm. ‘‘They were after tlic 
letter too? Who arc they? ” 

Caroline Bcagham could only shake her head distressfully 

We none of us know. The house was broken into.” 

“ When? ” Strickland burst in. 

Two nights ago,” said Mrs. He.tgham, and Strickland otteretl .i 
cry of disnu)'. 

Two nights ago—twenty-tour hours, tlicn, before Archie Clutter 
m.ide his nocturnal call upon Corinne. It he and his r.it of a friend 
Were tliey ”! Wliy, then, they were moving quickly, .ippallmglv 
(juickly—two d.tys ahead of them. 

” We knew nothing about u until the morning,” Mrs. ileigh.un 
continued, ” for no one heard a sound during tlic night. We siiouKl 
Iiavc known nothing about it even tlien but forjudv. For the win¬ 
dows and the doors were bolted, no object was missing, and onl\ one 
dis.urjngcd—a c.uidlc—that one.” 

Mrs. Ucagham pointed to one of those green-shaded candle lumps 
still ill use where no electric light exists. 

It stood upon my little escritoire,” she resumed. ”Jndy is cer¬ 
tain that it Was left dicre wlicri we went to bed.” 

I blew it out myself,” Judy interposed. 

** And in tlic morning it was standing upon die scat of the chair 
by the escritoire.” 

Angus Trevor gazed at Judy with reverent eyes. 

Good work,” he said, and Judy smiled. 

Yes, Judy s a noticing girl,” Caroline J 3 cagh.im agreed. ” 
found corroborative evidence aficravards in a couple of sets of foot¬ 
marks in the mould just outside tliis window.” 

Wliat sort of footmaHcs? ” Strickland once more interposed. 

One set was that of a small man wearing pointed shoes.” Judy 
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answered. “ The odicr ”—she looked at Strickland’s feel—‘ • wA 
it \ oii had been bigger, you might have made them.” 

(ioe-d work,” Mr. Trevor repeated fen.'cntly. 

Strickland sat like a man turned to stone. Without a d^ubt tltc 
men who had broken in were Archie Clutter and hLs friend whom 
Mr. Ricardo knew as Hospcl Rousseneq! Somehow—oh, easily 
enough ! through some private servant out of a job and filling in his 
time by waiting at banquets—they had learnt of this address. But 
what had they learnt at this address? 

Mc.tnwhile Mrs. Beagham continued : 

“ We said nothing, of course. We don’t want the police—drat 
them I—pushing their long noses into things which don’t concern 
tlictn. Tile more particularly since we couldn’t find anything missing 

till this bK'sscd minute-” She broke off with a look of perplexity'. 

’* But, Judy, dear, that book was locked when you took it down from 
the cupboard! ” she exclaimed. 

“ Yes,” Judy answered; ” and I certainly took the keys up to my 
bedroom on that night and slept with them under my pillow as 
usual.” 

She sprang up and went close to the window, where she stood closely 
scrutinising the lock. 

” There arc some little scratches, as if a wire had made them,” she 


announced. 

“ May I see? ” Trevor asked eagerly. Ho actually ran to the win¬ 
dow and bent his head close to Judy’s the belter to examine the book. 

” Yes, there’s one,” he said. 

” And tlicrc’s another,” said Judy. 

Each of them was pointing and touching die particular scratches 
each one had identified, so that it was no wonder that their fingers 
became entangled. 

*‘ A wire certainly made that one,” said he. 

“ And the same wire this one,” addedjudy. 

” Yes, I can see it quite well. There’s no need to move your hand 
away. How wonderfully clever of you to have spotted it! It was 
assuredly a wire.”, 

" There’s no doubt that it was a wire,” said Judy, and suddenly she 
laughed, a full-throated quiet laugh widi an upward lilt at the end of 
it; whicli drove Strickland mad. It was all very well for these two 
young people to be shamelessly making love to one another in a 
farm-liousc window, but, for himself, he was not engaged upon a 




rural idyll. What he w-inEcd to know was the n.aiurc of tlic letter 
written by Cowchcr, George, the butler to Lord Cuhll.i, which 
Arcliic Clutter and his snrall friend the waiter h.nd carried awav with 


tlicnr. 

“ You will be able to rcnrcnibcr the contents of the letter. Mrs. 

Dcagliam, 1 am sure,” he pleaded. 

Mrs. Bc.igham shrugged Ircr shoulders. 

“ I am thinking of the loss of credit to the business if Cowchcr, 
George, gets into trouble,” she ruminated dolefully. It will be 
put down to carelessness at the best, and treachery at the worst. Vi- c 
may lose some of our clientele ’’—which she pronounced .as though 
it rhymed with genteel. ** As for the letter, since it was import.mt we 
shall have a copy of it. Judy! ” 

Judy turned once more to page twcnrj'-thrcc. 

“ Yes. There’s a note here that we liave a copy. I’ll get it.” 

” I’ll come and help you,” said Trevor cnthusi.isdcally. ” V-'ith a 
business carried on with so much method there would inevitably be 


a copy. 

He went out of the room with Judy and left Caroline Bcagluin to 
deplore tlic damage which might be done to the good name of iicr 
business, and Colonel Strickland to fume and fret over the dcl.a>. 
Archie Clutter had two days’ start of him. Archie Clutter h.ul walked 
uito Cormne’s little house with this letter written by Cowchcr. 
George, in his pocket. He was wild to leam its contents and there 
were those ravo young people actually laughing—he lieard them 
ilirough the door—actuJIy laughing, as if the sc.arcli for tlic copying- 
book were a game of kiss-in-the-ring. Certainly they did take an 
unconscionable time, and though Judy’s hair was still as neat and 
sleek as ever, she wore a higher colour in her cliccks and her dark 
eyes sparkled with a brighter lustre when they did return. 

” It is licrc somewhere,” she said. 

She carried a book into which letters were copied by the old- 
fashioned mctliod of a press, so tlut the orthography and the very 
character of the hand-writing was transformed as faithfully as the 
words. She laid die book upon a table and, wetting her finger, 
turned over the flimsy pages until she reached the letter she wanted. 
She gave a gasp as she scanned it, and all the laughter died out of her 
face. 

“ 1 had forgotten it was as bad as this,” she said thoughmiily. 

Strickland drew up his chair to the uble, and sat ui front of the 
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<'pcn book tor a long while. There was no longer ;niv incrrimcnc'ui 
tli.ir rooiii. A grim oppression settled upon it l^c a cloud. No t»nc 
Npoko. no one dared to stir whilst Strickland sat with that strange 
dociiincnc beneath his eyes. For strange it was and a hundred rimes 
more startling than anything which Angus Trevor had conjcCTurcd. 
This was no record of a pronouncement about an expeeceti legacy 
made to a harassing creditor. Had the police known, of it, surely 
Mating H I.i would have stood in the dock and Corinne beside him. 
When Strickland rose at last from the table and released the others in 
the room from the spell which his very immobility had laid upon them, 
lie knew by hc.irt every word that he had read. He could see the 
pages before him and read them out in the air. The whip^hand of 
Corinne ! To be sure, lie had it now—or would have had it, if only 
.\rciiie Clutter had not read those same lies and stolen the original 
letter just two days before. 

For this is wh.it he learnt bv heart: 

—You Silid any iicifs u>as iiitcrosliii\^. So I hike up my pen 
ou (his scventeenih day of June, lo record a most extraordmary occurrence 
The si<>ni fic(Uice of if can only be appreciated by one who keeps a close eye 
upon the date. 

On the sixteenth, that is last ni^ht as neeer was, his Lordship had one 
of his Boheemian parties at GreyniiirU his villa on the River by Keiv. 
There ivas Lady Ariadne, and Mrs. Trood the artist, and Miss Cranston 
from the Theatre in the Haymarkel and Hvo youn^ ladies from “ Polly 
the Pottneer,” at the Monaco, and a tuimixr of gentlanen, Horace 
Prout, James Samper, Charlie Pullinger being prominent, all of them, 
vit'oors about town with a touch of intellec. You know, ma*am, per¬ 
haps his Lordship's way. He sets them down and examines them as if 
lliiy was a class and he was to pass 'em on for a degree, if they anstvered 
up to satisfaction. DiffiTcnl from a class too, because they can take 
their own time about answering and there's all the champagne they can 
want to help them. Well, they was all answering to the best of their 
abilities round the supper-table widt the windows thrown open on to the 
lawn and the moon sparkling on the river when Corinne blows in from 
her cabaret. kVry nice she looked, too, in her pale pink frock and 
etceteras, but flushed and uneasy. They were discussing the affinity 
of Julius Cresarto Mussolicni, and very hot they were aboiilit, but every 
now and then Miss CoriMJie would throw in some hysterkal remark 
i which she needn't have done--for the ladies were never examined on 
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these points, though they got chatupogue like the others. IVell, wheir 
the discussion «’*« at its height, suddenly Miss Cortune she rose up on lu t 
feet. “ My God 1 " she said until her eyes starting out of her head. 
Afy God ! ” like that, and everyone stopped talking and looked at her. 
She has just died," she cried. “ This minute," and she collapsed into 
her chair and bigan to moan. I mas in the rooiH at the lime, serving 
the caviare, and I helped to got her out on to the lawn, where she came to 
herself She li.id had a vision, so she said, of her fiend, Elizabeth 
duller in the Isle of Wight, and had seen her dead. His Lordship 
didn't harf like the episode, and in d little while Miss Corinne was sorry 
she had spoken. She was nervous, she said, and her friend was ill and 
a hi more explanations, and his Lordship didn’t like them, cither. She 
put a fair damper on the party, which broke up shortly. Imagine my 
surprise when I read in the evening paper to^ay that ^izabeth Clutter 
actually had dnmk a tumbler of Lysol and killed herself aecideiilally 
during the ttiglit. Which I say it’s curious, ma'am, and open to sus¬ 
picion. His Lordship hints to me that it's tcllypaihy, and the whole 
incident should be bitried in Ihii I ask myself “ />• // so ? Or 

are we treading on the brink of horrors ? " No more at present, from 

Yonrs respectfully, 

George Cowchcr. 


StricklsUif doted the book, but cou]<l not thuc out from his eyes the 
5CCUC which the book evoked. The supper room with its windows 
throwji upon the lawn,and the shining river; Culalia, with hiscurious 
metallic voice, tlirowing his ingenious problems and questions on to 
the table-cloth and amusing himself by seeing what Jus guests could 
make of them; Corinne, in her smart pink frock, rushing iii from 
the cabaret dances, strung to breaking point by her knowledge of 
wlut was to happen that night in the lonely house outside Yarmouth, 
in the Isle of Wight, by her wonder a.s to the exact moment when it 
would happen, or whcdier it had already happened, or whether the 
cruel diabolical plot Iiad altogether misfired; and finally, under tlic 
torture of her nerves, springing up and screaming out: “ She hat 
died this mi:;utc! ” 

Wliat was it that he had overheard Corinne say in tlic supjxrr room 
at the ” Noughts and Crosses 

“ CuUala won’t help. He never comes near me. He is here now, 
•a stranger. He is in die middle of his career. He doesn’t want 
trouble. He doesn't wanr to miss the boat. He dropped me at once 
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oficr thnt evcnuig at Grcyinark. I don’t believe that he has spoken 
two sentences to cnc since/^ 

These words, which had so perplexed Strickland at the time they 
were uttered, were as clear as glass to him now. Probably Ariadne 
was die only one present at that party who had a doubt afterwards of 
Corinne’s guilt. No wonder Culall.i kept aloof! No wonder he 
enjoined silence upon his butler! But the secret was knowti to 
Archie Clutter now—that silent figure with an uplifted arm which 
could wait p.iticnilv until the exact moment came to strike, and then 
.struck once and with annihilating force. What sort ot bargain had 
Archie Clnitcr driven with Corinne with the argument ot Cowchcr’s 
letter to assist him ? 

Stricklaiul spring to his feet. 

” I must get back to London,” he saiil. He liandcd the book back 
to Judy and bowed to Mrs. Be.igham. I thank you very much. 

Mrs. Beagham was quite anxious that the pair of them should go. 
Her column ” Heard in Mayfair, should reach the editorial office 
o( Society Whispers icvmorrow at the latest, and there were a couple 
of paragraphs to be added to it yet. Judy saw the two men to the 
door. 

“You ought to have a good watch-dog in the house,” Trevor 
said to her with solicitude. 

” We arc getting one. Meanwhile, the bailiff* is sleeping here.” 

Strickland shook hands with her and marched off* down the lane 
to the car. It was after no more tlian the most reasonable delay that 
Angus Trevor joined him. But the hour was seven of the evening 
•md the sun, in a glory of purple and gold, was near to the horizon’s 
edge. 

” Let us go,” said Strickland, and the car lurched down the lane 
into the main road and then devoured the miles. 

They dined hurriedly at an inn at Daventry. Dusk crept over the 
country, starlight cantc and the cool fragrance of flowers baring their 
breasts to the dew. The nvo men in the car spoke little to one 
anotlicr. A fever burnt in Strickland’s blood, fed by a new anxiety. 
Had he been wise to leave London behind him and devote the whole 
day to this expedition? Archie Clutter was moving quickly now to 
whatever secret end he h.id ui view. It was not likely that he had 
made of this day a holiday. It was dark when the car purred once 
more tlirough High Wycombe, and the streets silent. Beyond, the 
trees on each side of thewliitc road made 
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•ilwavi closing together in the f.ir perspective to make an impenetrable 
forest, always opening out as the great headlights of the car pierced 
into the depths. Now the loom of London was in the sky .ihc.id; 
it broadened and strengthened into a cloudy glare as tliough an tin- 
tiiiinbcrcd multitude of men stoked a million furnaces; and then 
sudilcnb. houses closed about them. 

At the conicr of Oxford Street Trevor asked that the car should 
be halted. 

'' You can drop me here. I want to go to the oflicc.” 

Some n-imciess fear made Stnckland say : 

“ If anything has happened during the d.iy, rmg me up at Stratton 
Street, will you ? ” 

All right.’' 

“ Meanwhile a thousand thanks. But for your help I sinauld have 
learnt nothing.” 

Strickland held out his hand in a warmth of gratitude. Trevor 
took it, and then pleaded : 

” But you won't give Carrie Bcagh.»m away, will you? It’s not 
a pretrs' soft of way of making your living, I know. But she trotted 
out her stuff fe.idily enough, didn’t she? ” 

Strickland nodded. 

" I won’t betray her.” 

” Beside*:,” Trevor .added, he w.as standing on the pavement, 
holding the door of the car open and playing with the handle in an 
embarrassmenr. ” it would make it awkward lor me it you did. Ftir 
—you see—I inc.iri to go down there again.” 

Even in tlic midst of his anxieties, Strickland broke into .a laugh. 

” I am sure you do.” he cried svholc-licartcdly. ” Good luck to 
you both! ” 

Strickland drove on to Stratton Street and ordered his car to wait. 
It was half-past eleven when he opened the door of his flat. His str- 
vant came to him whilst he was still in the hall. 

” Are there any messages for me? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, sir. Lady Ariadne Feme nng you up a few minutes before 
midsliy. I told her ladyship that you were out, and she left a 
message if you came in, would you please take her to luncheon with 
Lord Culalla.” 

Strickland was startled. Lord Culalla, who meant to liavc nothing 
more to do with the affair. So, willy-nilly, he was being swept back 
into it. 
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“ Ajiydiing else? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, sir. Her ladysliip rang up again, once at five. You were 
to ring her up die momcjit you returned.” 

'* I will at once.” 

Hut as he went to the machine the sen.'ant smske asraiii: 

* O 

” Excuse me, sir. But her ladyship rang up again, an hour ago. 
She said I was to tell you it w.as too late.” 

Strickland’s face changed .as he heard that message. It grew 
liaggard and avhite. So he had tailed Ariadne, after all? 

“ Hid her ladyship seem—troubled? ” he asked, in a voice which 
>hook. 

Yes, sir. Her voice sounded very anxious.” 

So he had failed her! Alter the long mondis of prepararion for 
this very minute—preparations begun in the distant jungle of Mogok 
ind continued with watchfulness .md thought and loving care—the 
minute liad found him not at his post. He had tailed her. He stood 
for a little while, his wits scattered, his heart aching with remorse and 
grief as it had never ached before, and his body erect in a sort of 
catalepsy of lus senses. 

” Very well, we shall see,” he s.ud aloud in a rough harsh voice, so 
strangely unhke his own that his scrv.ar.t eyed him with concern. 

” ril iiavc a b.'ttli now and change. 1 sh.dl go out again iinmedi- 

1 t» ^ ^ 

y. 

” Very well, sir.” 

The servant went off upon his business, and Strickland wondered 
with a grim smile wltcther he, too, as well as Cowchcr, George, was a 
client of Peacock Farm. 

Whilst he bathed and chai^gcd into his evaung clothc.s, he specuUted 
where he would be most likely to discover Ariadne. He had several 
invitation cards for that night stuck into the frame of the mirror over 
his ruantchliclf. But they were all invitations to the hind of party 
which made Ariadne nervous. His scr\’ant r.ang up her house and 
learnt that she was not there. 

'* The most likely place will be ‘ The Noughts and Crosses,’ ” he 
argued, “ and at all events I shall see Corinne there.” 

But even that was denied to liirn. It was neatly half-past twelve 
when he entered the big roonr with the crowded tables and its walls 
of pigeon’s-egg blue. Corinne had danced tliat night at eleven 
o’clock and had gone from the club the moment her dance was 
finished. Stricklaaid went from the club, too. He drove to Corinne’s 
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house; the windows were ciirk, the scrv.ints in bed, no one answered 
his rin‘> of the bell. He rcc.dled each favourite resort ot An idne ■>. 
and drew each one blank. He has! hi^ invitation cards in his pocket. 
He visited evxry one of the big houses in the scjuarcs to which he w.o 
bidden; and though he lingered for a wlule ui their drawing-rooms 
and halls, never did he hear her cle.ir voice or sec her lovely face lighten 
witli a smile. She was nowhere that night, and as the darknc.<s bcg.in 
to lift Strickland sent his chauffeur with the car to his garage and 
himself disconsolately started to walk home. 
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CHAPTER XrX 


THE TREASURE HUNT 

Now this last house from which Strickland turned disconsolately 
away was a great house in South Street, and the hoasc above all 
houses at which he had hoped to discover Ariadne. He li.ul kept it 
confidently to the last, since parties given there were gay and broke 
up iatc in consequence. He turned to the right on leaving it and 
walked down Johit Street into tlie higher end of Charles Street. Edis 
way home lay now to his left, but he had not proceeded tarther than 
twenry paces when a small closed and brightly illuminated car flaslied 
past him from the direction of Park Lane, and drew up at the kerb, 
beneath a lamp-post a hundred yards or so aliead. The door was 
flung open and two young ladies, with cloaks over their bright cven- 
gowns, sprang out and hurried along tlic pavement with every 
appearance of extreme agitation. Both of them carried electric 
torclics, and far away down the street towards Derkeley Square, now 
on tliis side of the roadway, now on that, the lights of the torches 
flickered and glanced like gigantic glow-worms. 

Strickland quickened his pace. The two girls must be scarcliing for 
the name-plate of a doctor. Some grievous accident or some un¬ 
expected crisis of a malady had clearly happened in the neighbour¬ 
hood. But when he reached the open door of the car and looked into 
it, he stopped in bewilderment. It was a car of the saloon type and 
the back scat was heaped high widi a quite unaccountable number of 
maps and books of reference. He saw dictionaries, a H’liifiiher's 
Almanack, a red book, an abridged cncyclopxdia, a ready reckoner, 
and a Post Office Telephone Directory. Whilst he was gazing at 
these accumulated springs of popular knowledge, he heard one of the 
girls cry out joyfully: 

“ Oh, there’s a man by the car ! What luck ! ” and both of them 
came pattering swiftly back towards him. 

“ Of course,” he said to himself with a sudden illumination. He 
w.as assisting at the very first of those ” treasure hunts ” which were to 
add a new and rather distinguished gaiety to the rest of that season. 

Publicity killed them ver)' quickly. The good tedious killjoys 
who must be for ever reading lectures to someone, got to work in 
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tlicir smiliy bJck-Urawmi'-rooiiis .tiiJ irounccJ the young tor 

the licence of their wavs. Tlic writers ot paragraplis iJieercJ lolnlv. 
No doubt Carrie Bcagliam, ot Peacock Farm, heard quite a deal m 
Mavfair to their discredit. Too m.uu' sx-'ci.il aspirants telr that iliev 
niUit be ID ihe thick of tlic competition, and the hunt bec.imc crowded 
like ;i d.iv with tiie Ouoni. Fin.dlv. the roiuihs and the lo.iter^ eot 
wind of the game and learnt that here at last was ninepence for four- 
pence, aiul easdy got, too. Thev liad only to w.atch out for the dis¬ 
covery of a clue by the occupants of a car, and thcre.ifter every car 
which tlrovc up to the spot w.is bo.irdcd before it had even stopped, 
the clue was thrust m at die window, and money demanded. 

Thus as lively a diversion as a girl’s ingenuity ever devised came to 
.III untimely end. Two implements were as ncccss.ary to the treasure 
hunt as a bat to a game of cricket, a qu.dity and a possession, a quick 
mind and a motor-c.ir. With these, at an hour when the streets h.ui 
more or loss emptied, you foreaathered .it an appointed rendc’zvous. 
There the first clue was to be discovered, .and understood. It 
showed the way to the second, the second to the third, and finally the 
Treasure, wliich consisted of a few pence, was reaclicd somewhere in 
die c.arly mommg, and a picnic of a breakfast sent all the hunters 
joyously home to bed. 

Stficklaud was able to recognise now the first of the two young 
ladies who were miming towards him for one of Ariadne’s friends, 
by name i*h) llis Harnier. bhc recognised him, too, as he stood under 
the light from the standard. 

“ Bobbie, it’s Colonel Strickhind. We’re all right,” and as she 
readied liim she thrust a paper into his hand. 

” You’ll help us, won’t you? You see, that’s the last clue. We 
foiuid it by the Albert Hall, and this is the final one. We’re a long way 
the first, and if we can only get it, we shall win the Treasure easily.” 

All the while she spoke she was glancing up and down die street 
as anxiously as an outpost who expects a night .attack. Strickland 
read the clue. It was a stanza written in the fomi of” The Rubdiyit,” 
which Phyllis Hanner had copied on to a slip of paper thus: 

One dicil a martyr in a king's eclipse. 

Two with a merry jest upon his lips. 

Ob search, lest FateS umc iron cap puts out 
Your torch nor yet the final secret sUps. 

Strickland gathered up his intellect in a mighty cfTort, whibt 
Phyllis Hamicr turned to her companion. 
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“ You’ll drive die car round the corner into Berkeley Square, so 
that it any of the others come along before we’re off, they won’t get 
any help from seeing it standing here. This is Bobbie Carthew, 
•Colonel Strickland.” 

Bobbie Cartliew was a tall thin girl with h.air of a p.-ilc-gold colour. 
She neither bowed nor smiled, nor expressed any feeling whatever 
on the occasion of this or indeed any introduction. But she simply 
drew back both lips and made a rabbit’s mouth. 

“ How do you do? ” said Strickland, and then triumphantly turn¬ 
ing to Phyllis Harmcr, ” I’ve got it.” he cried. 

Phvllis Harmcr stared at him in perplexity for a second. 

” What do you mean? ” she asked, but her thoughts were widi her 
eyes up the road and slown die road, and anywhere but with the stanza. 

“ Wliy, diese two first lines mean here, Charles Street,” he declared 
pomUically. 

PhyUis Harmer danced on the pavement in an ecstasy of impatience. 

'* But, my dear man, of covirsc they mean Charles Street. That’s 
why we are here.” 

” And the second two lines,” he continued, ” refer to one of those 
iron cxtinguislicrs which used to be found outside old houses in 
other da>'s for link boys to put out their torches. Visualising the 
street, I remember clearly that there are some still cemainisig outside 
the houses at the other end of Ch.irlcs Sneer.” 

Phyllis Harmcr was now wringing lier h.mds. 

“ But of course there arc. We’ve found out the exact e.xtingiiishcr 
in which the clue’s liiddcn. We found it out ages ago. But it’s 
terribly liigh. We have nodiing to stand on and we shall tear our¬ 
selves to ribbons climbing up to it.” 

” Oh, I see,” cried Strickland. ” It’s just manual labour, not 
brain-work, you want from me.” 

Bobbie Cardicw made several rabbit’s mouths to indicate anuisc- 
ment. She even made a sudden, curiously disconcerting noise, 
which, though it was .iccompanied with no hint of any expression, 
must have been intended for a laugh. But it sounded like tlie whinny 
of some exceptionally tiny colt. 

” That’s all! Oh, do come along. Colonel Strickland! 1 know 
all the others will come piling on the top of us in a second.” 

” I’m coming,” he said, and Phyllis H.armer turned upon the word, 
and scampered off down tlic street like a boy out of school with 
Strickland at her heels. 
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“ Wbat does the Treasure anjouut tor ” he asked, as he r^j. 

" One aiid cightpcncc m coppers, and Tve got to v/m theiu " 

“ You shall it braiu and braw-n—your braui and ray bra\vi >—:.\u 
manage it,” said Strickland, wlio was now reduced to his due 
porrions m this conlederacs. 

Sudden!), however, a new idea dawned upon him. 

“ Good Lord ! ” he cried, and he stopped dead. 

“Oh! Oil! Oh!" cned rtullis Hanner. She stamped her 
feet upon the pavement ui her iiidignatinn, ” You arc the most 
<hsobliguij» man I’ve ever come across. 1 can’t understand whv 
Anadne adores you.” 

That last sentence sent a thrill ol joy throutjh her assistant. It was 
the most unfonunatc reproach she could have uncred. For u rooted 
him to the ground. 

“ Docs she? ” he CNclaiincd. ” Dsx-s she re.ili)' .md trulv* ” 

"Oh! Oh!” Phyllis Idarmcr ino.ancil. on the verge ot te.irs; 
and the little car waih the girl who made tlic rabbit’s mouths at the 
W’hcel flashed past them and dis-ippcarcd round tiie corner into 
Berkeley Square. 

I am coming, said Strickland, and once more thov ran on 

"What 1 mean is,” he continued, "is Anadne out on ih^ 
hunt?” 

'■ Of course she is. I saw her at die rendezvous. She’s l>cliind us 
somcwlierc.” 


“ Oh. I ought to have thouglit of that! ” cried Strickland. 

Here was the explanation of his night’s fruitless quest. No wonder 
he had not found her in any of the drawing-rooms. He laucrhcd 
aloud at the fears which had so oppressed him. 

“ She was driving her car. of course? ” 

Yes, the small grey car w’ith the aluminium bonnet.** 

And I suppose that—*’ and lie hesitated—” diat Jub.ni Kjnsomc 
was with her.” 

Julian Ransoinc? On diis sort of cxjscdition ! ” Phyllis Harincr 
exclaimed, looking at StrickLnnd as if he was a natural. “ Dear ni.m, 
you’ve got bats in die belfry.” 

I haven’t," he replied, but he did not resent the imputation. The 
rest of Phyllis Harmcr’s scornful observation more than made up for 
it. He chuckled as he ran. JuUan Ransome did undoubtedly stand 
aloof in die more pretentious ways of life. Brilliant in a set spcecli, 
he was more than a trifle heavy-handed when he had resumed his 
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scat. Stntkhiid laughed and ran on, and laughed again. Meanwhile 
Phvll!'- H.irincr stopped, unpcrceivcd, and called after him : 

Colonel Strickland! Colonel Strickland! Oh. do grow up 
ju't for -a minute ! This is serious. 

Strickland stopped and came penitently back. 

" I’ll grow up and climb up.” Naid he. 

Over ihe lowest of the stone steps before which Phyllis Harmcr 
h.id stopped, an iron arch curved high from the iron railings which 
on each side protected the area. In the middle of this arch a dunce’s cap 
t'f iron w.is set so high that only a very tall m.an with a very long torch 
could have thrust the end of it into the cavir>- and extinguLshed its light. 

Ihe clue’s inside. You can see.” 

She touched the spring of her flashlight and directed it upwards. 
Stricklmd could sec a slip of white paper clipped to the rim of the 
extinguisher. 

“ Yes, I sec.” 

He climbed up on to the railings and. leaning out with one hand 
grasping the arch, took out the clip and the paper which it held. He 
iiunpcd down. Already Phyllis Harmcr had a pencil and a tablet 
of paper slips in licr hand. 

” Hold tlic torch and read out the clue, whilst 1 take it down,” she 
commanded. 

Srrickl.md obediently read out by the light o'^the torch die follow¬ 
ing rigmarole : 

If A equals Z, then Z equals A. Then! 

ZZYLCYZGSILZW. 

” Good,” said Phyllis, though what in the world she had to be 
cheerful about, Strickland could not imagine. A more unlikely 
row of letters he had never seen in his life. ” Will you please put 
the due back in its place, whilst I run round the comer to the car 
and work this out? ” 

” Yes, but you musm’t bolt before I join you,” cried Strickland. 
“ I want to know what those Icttcn mean too. Promise! ” 

But Phyllis Harmcr was already running as swifdy as her legs 
would carry her towards Berkeley ^uarc, and his eager remonstrance 
might have been spoken to the winds. He climbed up again, replaced 
the due and its clip, dropped do\vn again on to the pavement and 
darted round the comer into Berkeley Square. To his relief he saw 
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that the little car witli the brigluly illuminated window> was still 
standing against the kerb. Phyllis Harmcr was Icaniitg over die 
bonnet upon which she held her tablet of paper slips, and her pencil 
was busily at work. 

Beside her a large .and benevolent policeman was throwing the 
light ot his dark lantern upon her work; and the engine throbbed 
and husded in the silence .as though ir, too, was sentient and shared 
with its mtsircss the excitement of the chase. 

" I am getting it,” she cried, with a flourish of her pencil as Strick- 
bnd joined her. She had written down the whole alphabet fr«sm 
A to Z in a column, and dien letter to letter parallel wnli u, the 
whole alphabet agaiti but reversed, that is from Z to A. She was 
now intcrprcimg the letters wntrcii in the clue. 

” A—A . . . J3,” she said as she wrote. " The ofliccr says th.tt 
we arc the first. . . . L is O, of course, and C is X—that’s obvious. 
Automobile Association box. . . . That’s wliat rhat mc.ULs.” 

She Vr'as interchanging the letters in the cryptogram with die corres¬ 
ponding letters in the .alphahet written straightforwardly from A to Z. 

” A.A. box, Bath Road,” she read out. ” Thai’s the end.” 

At one of the sentry-boxes of the Automobile Associ.ation (m the 
Bath Road the invaluable sum of one .md cightpcnce in coppers was 
to be discovered. Tlic big policeman shook his head. 

** There’ll be a lot of them there boxes, miss, along tli.it there 
road,” he said regretfully. 

" Oh. there’ll be some indication,” Phyllis Harmcr replied con¬ 
fidently. ” Thank you so much, officer.” She pressed a piece of 
paper which crinkled and crackled in a more promising style than 
the papers of her writing-pad, and stepped into the car. ” You 
won’t give the secret away, ofliccr, will you? Nor you. Colonel 
Strickland. Not even to Ariadne. Play fair 1 ” 

Strickbnd smiled. 

'* I think you’ll find Ariadne at the A.A. box placidly waiting lor 
you wiili the one and cightpcnce in her wrist-bag,” he said. 

Phyllis Harmcr laughed derisively. 

” You would,” she cried, and Bobbie Carthew made two rabbit’s 
mouths as she stepped on the accclcMior. ” Off we go! ” 

But there was one more item of information which Strickbnd 
needed. 

I say," he cried out and ran to the door of the car. ’* Whom 
was Ariadne with, then? She wasn’t alone? " 
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Nv'. she had Cotirme with her,” Phyllis Hariner replied; and 
her car started forward, circled round the Square and streaked out 
into Piccadilly. The big policeman announced himself sagely to the 
••Icepuig houses: 

What I always says is. when you’re young, he voung and genet- 
ous! ” 

iJut it was only to the sleeping houses that his wise saying w.!s 
.'ddre^sed. For Strickland was already racing back along Charles 
Street. Phyllis Manner’s last words had taken all the hc.irt and con- 
tKlencc out of him. Archie Clutter h.ad been tn secret conference 
with Corinne the night before—so secret that she had lied to him 
who had prsimiscd to help her. She was now out alone with Ariadne 
in Ariadne s small car. Phvllis M.artncr had not seen a sign of them 
'ince she had left the rendezvous at midnight. What had happened? 
What might not have happened? Ho had a picture of Ariadne, 
somewhere in tiiis dark night ers ing to him for help. “ Too late,” 
she had said over the telephone to his servant. The conventional 
epitome of failure r.mg in his cars. Forebodings crowded upon him. 

Strickland garaged his cars in Shepherd’s Market. He had only 
to cross the road and run down Queen Street. Immediately opposite 
to him gaped the archway into the Market. His one idea was to 
reach the sentry-box on the Bath Road. If Ariadne had really per¬ 
sisted in rliis ch.asc, she would have be.aten all the Phyllis Harmers in 
the five continents by hours. She might even now be sitting by the 
roadside in the glowing dawn, like some bcautifiJ and radier dis- 
Iicvclled princess out of a fiiry book. 

He knocked up the garage. His small two-seater car was run out 
into tlic street and the tank filled with petrol. He buttoned his 
overcoat across his chest and took his scat at the wheel. He drove 
Ixick into Charles Street, where now the more belated Treasure 
Hunters were beginning to arrive. But there was no sign of a low 
grey car with a long aluminium bonnet, nor did Strickland look for 
one. If Ariadne was hunting, she was ahead. He drove up Park 
Lane, down Netting Hill, past Shepherd’s Bush, through Gmincrs- 
bury into Kew, wliilst the last shadows of the night fled and the 
glory of the morning lay broad over the world. He was reminded 
of another summer morning very like to this one, and not so many 
weeks ago. when he had driven with Ariadne at his side. Then, 
too, the blackbirds and the thrushes were piping in the gardens, and all 
the earth was a quiet place of gold. The memory of that morning was 
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now sAvcct with proniisc, now Iicjvy with black onuiu. She would 
be waiting by the scntr>'-box. At any bend of the road h might see 
her; and he was swung up on silver pinions to the skies. But these 
good things didn’t repeat themselves exactly; there could not be a 
second summer morning the exact mould and cop\’ of its forerunner ; 
and down he plumped again to earth. He re,illy ."‘eeded Phyllis 
Harmcr on the footpaths, to shout “ Oh. Colonel Srricklaud. please 
grow up for five minutes! ” He ran past Hounslow Barracks, and a 
mile farther on a small covered car was drawn up by the side of an 
A.A. box, and a shout brought him to a standstill. 

A coffee-stall, conveyed thither for the occasion, from crackling 
stove and bubbling tins wafted entrancing odours. In front of it 
Phyllis Harmcr and Bobbie Carthew reclined upon cushions from 
their car spread out on a stretch of grass. It was Phyllis who had 
shouted to him. She rattled triumphantly t^vent)’ copper pence in a 
confectioner’s paper bag. 

“ I have won the Treasure ! ” she cried. 

She noticed Strickland $ disappointed eyes, and in the flush of her 
success was disposed to sympathy. 

They will all arrive gradually,” she said consolingly. ” You 
had better have some breakfast with us and wait.” 


They made a meal of eggs and bacon and steaming coff'cc by the 
side of the road. As they ate, car after car drove up and di^harged 
a laughmg company of young men and women. In a little while, 
as they sat on wraps and cushions on the turf and breakfasted, they 
might, but for tJjc sober raiment of the men, have been grouj>cd dicrc 
to make a picture to grace some luxurious edition of old Boccaccio. 

But the low grey car with die aluminium bonnet was not amongst 
those parked upon the road. 

They must have had trouble with their tyres,” said Phyllis 

Harmcr u she saw Strickland’s clouded face, and his eyes ranging the 

road. She rose from the cushions and with her friend cot again into 
her car. ® ® 


"I shall give them a litdc time more,” he replied. “ Good-bye." 
The morning had grown from its tender infancy into its hot youth. 
Evening gowns could not confront it decently. One by one the 
refute Hunters climbed into their moton and took the London 
road. At last, besides the keeper of the coffcc-siall and the Auto- 
mobuc Aissociation patrol, only Strickland was left. It was cleat 
that Ariadne and Corinne would not come to this spot now. Scrick- 
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l.'iiiJ drove back to the garage and tlicncc walked to Stratton Street. 
As lie let himself into his flat, his servant came forward. 

“ Mr. Ransoinc. sir. is wailing to see you.” 

” Mr. Ransonie? ” 

Strickland looked at the clock on the m.antclshclf of the hall. It 
was even now not yet eight o'clock. A visit from Julian Ransomc 
at an hour so unseasonable promised no good news. Strickl.md felt all 
at once utierly weary and dispirited. He sat down upon a chair, and 
his face went for the moment grey. His servant was thoroughly 
startled. 

” Shall I tell Mr. Ransomc, sir. that you can’t see him? ” 

” No,” answered Strickland. “ I’ll see him at once.” 

He got up with an effort and went forward to his sitting-room. 
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CHAPTF.R SX 


THE UNOPENED LETTER 

Julian Ransome was seated at die table with Stricklaml’s copy of 
Tht! Times open in front of him. He was very correctly dressed in 
1 black cut-away coat, a high stiff white collir, a dark tic, a double- 
breasted waistcoat of a liglit brown colour, and a pair of dark grey 
trousers widi fine stripes. 

*' Good morning ! You wanted to sec me ? ” said Strickland. " I 
am at your service,” 

Julian Ransome did not return the greeting. He rose to his feet 
slowly. His face was pale and sullen, bis eyes smouldering. He had 
all the look of a man constraining himself wiili difhculty to a civil 
demeanour. 

" Where's Ariadne? ” he asked. 

Strickland threw out his arms in a gesture of hopelessness. 

So you don t know, either?” he said, and he dropped into a 
chair. 

Ransome laughed harshly and scornfully. Strickland, absorbetl in 
his anxiety, had hardly remarked at all the accusation whicli had 
winged Ransome’s first question. But the laugh was a different 
thing. It flouted him for a liar. He pulled himself up erect in his chair. 

' Where i$ she? ” Ransome repeated. 

” I haven't an idea,” Strickland returned coldly. “ I have been 
searching for her all night.” 

Ransome laughed again, but this time with a note of mockery. 

“ So I am to believe that, am I? ” he asked. 

Strickland had now had enough of tliis kind of examination. 

Good God, man! ” he cried out in exasperation. ” I don’t care 
a tuppenny damn what you believe.” 

” Don’t you, indeed? " 

Julian Ransome mastered himself with an effort. 

Listen to me, please I Ariadne’s people arc away. Ariadne 
herself returned home last night after dinner, aiad changed into a 
tailor-made coat and skirt. She ordered her car to be brought round 
from the garage. She had her maid pack a small portmanteau and 
her dressing-case-” 
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Strickl.md leaned forward with an exclamation. 

“ Did she?” 

Tlic question provoked Julian Ransome almost beyond endurance. 
He had not a doubt but that StrickLmd was play-acting. His face 
grew dark with blood, but he just managed to keep his passion on 
the rein. 

” Listen to me without interruption, please! Ariadne then had her 
portmanteau and drcssing-c.ise carried down and placed in the little 
rumble of the car. She left no address; she simply said that she 
would be aw.iy for a tew days, that she would write, and that there 
was nothing to fear. Then she drove away .alone.” 

Ariadne had me.mt to go away, then. That accounted for her 
telephone message yesterday. She h.ad made a pl.an suddenly. But 
—had she made it? Or had Corinne and Archie Clutter beuveen 
them worked it out behind the blinds of the lighted room in the 
South Audlcy Street house? At the bottom of his mind lay the 
fear, which he hardly dared acknowledge, that Ariadne held to 
ransom might—nay, would—earn a fine price for a couple of scomi- 
drcls. Cr.a 2 y? Yes, but it seemed that these crazy things happened 
in both the hemispheres. He was debating this problem with so 
complete a concentration that for a few moments he was unaware 
that Julian Ransome was thundering down upon his head Iiis one 
question: 

“ Where is Ariadne? ” 

For the first time Strickland comprehended the motive for Ran- 
some’s unseasonable visit before eight o’clock in the morning. 

” So you hold me to account for her disappearance,” he said coldly. 
” You flatter me by defaming her.” 

Julian Ransome broke in upon him furiously. 

” I don’t want to hear any epigrams.” 

“ And I don’t care what you want to hear,” replied Strickland. 
” You .annoy me." 

He got up as he spoke and took off his overcoat. Ransome stepped 
back with a startled exclamation. 

" Good God! ” he cried. 

For Strickland, now that he had removed his overcoat, was seen 
* to be clothed in an evenmg dress suit, which had seen a good deal of 
wear and tear during the course of the night. He was dusty, 
crumpled, dishevelled and unshorn. His white butterfly tie was 
twisted up beneath one ear, the stiff front of lus shirt was broken, 
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there W. 1 S a black patcli of oil on one of his cufis. The sight of him 
was convincing even to so angr> a penon as Julian ^Ransome. 
Strickland could not after all have bolted with Ariadne. She had 
returned to her home after dinner, changed, and gone decently off 
with a portmanteau and a dressing-case. StrickUnd would have 
done the same. No woman could love him as he was now’, in body 
and clothes fit only for the wash-tub. Besides, here he was back in 
his own flat—and alone. 

“ I suppose after all that you have been searching for her,” said 
Ransome in a more moderate voice. He stood for a few moments 
bewildered. “ It never occurred to me but that you and she 
.uid thereupon he began to utter surprising fragments of sentence*. 
He began reluctantly, but a sense of grievance spurred him on. One; 
started, he could not stop. A passionate conviction that he had 
been ill-used made him oblivious even to the humiliation of 
confessing it. 

‘‘ Ever since you came back to England there has been nothing 

but difficulty upon difficulty for me_Oh. I don’t say that you 

dehbcratcly interfered. No! ... I should have had a word or two 
to say to you if you had. ... It might have been easier for me. 
No, you didn’t deliberately get in my way. But you were there, 
weren’t you? . . . Yes, you were there! ” 

" I suppose that I had a right to be," Strickland interposed meekly. 
" I pay my taxc-s like another." 

Julian Ransome rebuked him with dignity. 

“ 1 you not to be humorous. Colonel Strickland. What I 
mean, of course, is that you were there alway's in the background— 
a sort of stand-by for Ariadne, if you undenund me. . . . You 
didn’t criticise her." 

She wouldn’t have listened," said Strickland. 

She didn’t listen,” said Ransome with a touch of resentment. " 1 
know that only too well. And your presence here in London helped 
her not to listen.” 

My eye and Betty Martin," said Strickland rudely. 

Oh, you imy jest, but it was so. . . . There was I pretending 
to play Ariadne’s tune, and bit by bit raanccuvring and working to 
ciiange it imperceptibly into mine. ... I had got to, you see. . . . 
I’ve a big career in front of me. . . . There’s nothing to be gained by 
shutting one s eyes to it. A false modesty is the most ruinous, ener¬ 
vating quality. I had got to change Ariadne’s tunc for the sake of 
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nu’circcr. But you weren’t tning to change it at all . . . and you 
were there, as I sav. You didn’t want to mould her at all, did you? 

“No; I thanked God for her as she was," Strickland agreed. 

“ Well,I did,"Julian Ransomc asserted violently. “ I wanted ’’— 
and a native arrogance, sharpened by duappointment at his obvious 
failure, carried his tongue to admissions which he would h.wc shrunk 
from in a moment ot greater rescrs'c. “ I w.mtcd—it’s a brutal 
phrase, but it’s what 1 mean—to break her in. You didn’t! No, 
you never wanted to—well—to break her in." 

“ 1 was never quite so mad as that,” said Strickland. 

“ Well. I w.as! " Ransomc shouted. 

He realised that he had used an abominable and foolish phrase. 
The mere sound of it had been rather shocking. But he was out of 
his own control. The more untortunatc the phriiscs he used, the 
more he persisted in them; ilic more indefensible, die more he 
would defend them—yes, and pile others still more extravagant 
upon tlicm. 

“ All tliis fine idea of hers," he exclaimed loftily, " of making 
some money in a musical comedy first and then stepping aside for 
me—a fairy-tale! It’s not iny idea, I can tell you." 

" No; you belong, Ransomc, to the days of Mr. Disraeli," said 
Strickland. He was very glad to tr.insfcr that galling reproach at 
last to someone else, .and unrcgcncrate enough to feel an acute satis¬ 
faction that the newly-found relic was the young man in front of him. 

“ Very good days, too," Julian Ransomc retorted. " I meant my 
wife to be mistress of my house." 

" Got a hou.se? " Strickland interposed softly. 

" Ob, I shall have a house—don’t you trouble your head about that, 
Colonel Strickland—at all events until the invitations go out from it 
and your name isn’t among them.” 

Ransomc nodded his head with a satisfied grin. He had got well 
home there. One for his nob. A vulgarism was excusable in 
thought .after so deft a blow. 

" I am quite willing to gamble on my future, do you see? Of 
course you have got to have a future first to gamble on, haven’t you? 
But I have, see! And it’s a perfectly sound proposition." And 
thereupon he uttered the most illuminating sentence. The whole 
man was compact in it. " I want my wife to owe everything in the 
world she has, and values, to me." 

The idea of a mate—no! The idea of a debtor—yes. His wife 
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must sit in admirition, nviddling h^r thumbs. Stnckloiid’s memo¬ 
ries went back to the morning when Ariadne in her sittuig-rooin 
overlooking the park had cried our; “ Ransome’s my man ! 

because he understood her so wel! and treated her so wisclv. Well, 
women went wrong in their estimates of men, just as completely as 
men did in the ease of women, and die more higli-spinted they 
were the more joyously confident, the more tremendous die mistakes 
of wliich they were the victims. Strickland had been willing on 
that morning to avavc a checriul farewell to that good barque. The 
Ctillatil A/t'eii/nrc, when she slipped out past the headlands into the 
open sea, and to wrish it Irom the depths of his heart favouring 
breezes throughout its voyage. But he knew now that it was 
doomed to shipwreck, and upon a reef hardly beyond the horizon’s 
edge. 

” Ariadne couldn’t owe everything to you,” he commemed. 
” Besides, aren’t we going a litdc wide of die point of real importance ? 
Which is, after all: what has become of her? ” 

Julian Ransomc had the grace to feel and show a little confusion. 
In probing the wounds of his vanir>' he had forgotten the disappear¬ 
ance of Ariadne. Strickland, indeed, had not yet had a glinipsc of 
the torturing splinter at the core of that wound. But he had no 
interest in it at all. He was tired and dispirited, and he merely 
longed for the young politician to take himself and his pretensions 
out of die room. 

“Ariadne set out last night on that treasure hunt. You have 
heard of it, of course? ” he said. 

Ransomc started. 

” Oh, yes! 1 had heard of it. It took place last night. I had 
forgotten the date. It wasn’t after all the kind of diversion in which 
I was likely-” 

** No, no. of course not,” Strickland interrupted hastily. ” But 
Ariadne was certainly at the starting-point, which was Portmaii 
Square, at midnight.” 

” She was! ” 

Yes.” 

Julian Ramomc pondered over that fact. 

” But she wouldn't want a small portmanteau and a drcssfng-casc 
to go on that sort of expedition,” he argued. 

** She certainly wouldn’t,’' Strickland agreed. ” We must assume 
diat she used the treasure hunt as an excuse to slip away unnoticed." 
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“ But why? ” Ransoinc cricJ, extending his arms in a fine gesture 
of appeal. “In the name of goodness, why?” 

A quite novel explanation began to glimincr in Strickland’s mind. 
He had been shading his eyes with the palm of a hand. He put the 
hand down and contemplated Julian Ransomc with a searching 
ghanec. 

“Have you been exasperating Ariadne with your theories?’ 
he .asked. “ It’s no use jumping about! You would do better to 
recognise the truth. You could be quite iitsupportable, you know. 

I c.an hardly think of an excess to which a woman or a man, too, 
might not be driven.” 

juli.tn Ransomc laughed with a lofty anuisciucnt. 

“ You are being humorous about me again, I see.” 

Strickland shook his head. 

“ These are subjects too solemn for laughter.” 

Julian paid no heed to the remark. He asked instead the question 
which S*rickland dreaded. For his answer would be certain to pro¬ 
long the interview by yet another outburst of indignation. 

“ Was Ariadne alone when you saw her? ” 

Strickland became a coward and sought escape in equivocations. 

“ I didn’t see her. I wasn’t present in Portman Square. 1 only 
heard that she w.ns there.” 

“ Did you hear that she was alojic? ” 

“ No, I didn’t hear that." 

“ Did you hear that someone was with her? ” 

“ I understood that someone was with her.” 

" Who?” 

Strickland had got no good by his evasions. He had merely 
aroused suspicious and sharpened anger, and the ohjectionablc name 
had to be disclosed after all. 

“ Corinne was with her,” said Strickland, and Ransome exploded 
like a rocket. 

“ Corinne! ” he roared. 

“ Yes, Corimie,” said Strickland meekly. 

“ So that’s it! No wonder you hesitated to tell me! Corinne! ” 

The name was like a hot wire to an open wound. Julian Ransomc 
flinched from it, yet must grasp it in the end, hurt himself with it and 
find a luxury of pain in so hurting himself. 

"Corinne! To be sure! Corinne! It would be so. Ariadne 
scampers off with Corinne, openly before all London, .and leaves no 
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address. Corinne of the Cabarets! Corinne spinninej in the air on 
the shoulders of her dancuig partner! Corinne witli her brains in 
her heels! God bless niy soul! ” 

He dabbed his forehead with his handkerchief and turned suddenly 
upon Strickland, noddmg his head savagely. 

“ YouVe in the plot of course, Strickland ! You and Ariadne and 
Corinne, you have been putting your heads together over some fine 
scheme. Oh, I have heard about you. Whilst 1 was giving my rime 
and my labours to iny country. And now they have gone off to¬ 
gether, my fianc<k^ and Corinne of the Night Clubs—with you to 
follow in due season. I do so hope you’ll have good weather. Is 
it Deauville or Aix? Both arc charming, I am told, at this time of 
the year. I regret that my duties keep me in a less amusing place.” 

Ransome’s word were tumbling out of his mouth, jostling and 
running into one another in a frantic haste to get themselves spoken. 
There was, indeed, an angle from which his anger might be justified. 
Strickland began to recognise it. Throughout this affair of Corinne 
and Archie Clutter, Ransonic liad been kept in the dark, deliberately 
by both Strickland and Ariadne. For his own sake, no doubt, not to 
compromise his position and that career of which Strickland this 
morning was hearing a little too much. But Ransonic could not be 
expected to divine this. It was quite gently then that Strickland 
answered: 

” I am not going to repeat that I would give anything to know 
where Ariadne is at this moment.” 

ikansotne, however, was off upon another tangent. 

** Just at this moment,” he said, ” to go off with Corinne ! Was 
there ever such—such levity—such giddiness? At this moment, on 
this night of all nights ? ” 

Strickland looked quickly at his wrathful visitor. There was 
some deeper reason for that wounded pride, some torturing aggrava¬ 
tion not yet revealed to him. He asked : 

” What happened, then, last night? ” 

” You don’t know? ” cried Ransome, and looked about him witli 
a gasp, as if he requested someone to tell him, if someone could, wh-'it 
the world was coming to. 

” No. 1 don’t.” 

" Read, then! " 

Ransome twuted The Times round and pushed it across the tab’c 
under Strickland’s eves. 

169 



“ Tint cnlunin! ” 

He beat with his knuckles upon a paragraph towards the bottom of 
the page. 

“ There ! Read there! ” 

Strickland read. Mr. Julian Ransome, M.P. for the Sittingham 
Division of Bucks, had been appointed Parliamcntar)’ Secretary to 
the Board of Trade. Strickland’s face grew grave. It was indeed 
an unfortunate conjunction that this announcement should appear 
exactly on the morrow of Ariadne’s sudden departure. It could 
not but arouse some comment, even had Ariadne gone off 
alone. 

“ She never knew of this,” said Strickland. “ You m.ay be certain 

that. Ariadne never knew.” 

But the comment, instead of assuaging young Ransome’s fury, 
only kindled it to a more roaring flame. Strickland l»ad not yet 
probed to the splinter in the wound, the ultimate cause of all these 
outcries. 

” No, she didn’t know,” Ransome cried, his voice rising almost to 
a scream of passion. ” But site could have known. She would have 
known if she h.ad given a diouglit to me. The news was there for 
her. Yes, when she came back to change her dress. My chance 
had come, eh? I had stepped out of the ranks, eh? I had power, I 
had my share in the best thing there is—the business of governing 
men—” 

Strickkmd interrupted him sharply : 

” Let us leave that alone for the moment. Let me hear exactly 
how Ariadne might have known.” 

The p.allor of his face was incrc.ised. He looked at Ransome wiili 
steady, anxiovis eyes. His voice quietly commanded, and to its 
authority R.insome yielded as, when Strickland chose to use it, so 
many had done before. 

” I’ll give you the information precisely,” Ransome answered 
with a sullen acquiescence. ” My appointment was communicated 
to me by the Prime Minister personally in his room in die House of 
Commons, at five o’clock in the afternoon. There was a debate in 
progress of sojnc import.ancc to me in my new position. But I did 
not at once return to the Chamber. No. I went str.nght off to the 
library and wrote a note to Ariadne, giving licr the news, and I sent 
it off there and then by hand.” He spoke as if he had done some 
r.ithcr fine and condescending thing in dms employing the first 
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minutes after hi? elevation to office. “ 1 expected .in answer of 
course. Dut it didn’t come.” 

“ Ari.idne w.is no doubt not at home.” Strickland objected 

” That may h.ivc been,” Julian Ransomc conceded han.isomclv. 
” But I had a feeling that on an occasion of so much unportance to 
me, she ought to have been at home. 1 am not saymg tliat I blamed 
her so much as the condition of tlungs which made it possible tli.it 
she shouldn’t be at home at such a moment.” 

” Something of die East about that, isn’t there? ” 

” Well, there’s a good deal to be said for die Eastern point of view 
where women arc concerned,” JuUan retorted, and he resumed his 
narrative. “When no answer was returned, 1 said to m)'sclf: 

‘ She’ll be coming down to Westminster herself. That’s it! She’ll 
want to go up into the Ladies’ Gallcr)' and see me sitting on die 
Treasury Bench—making myself at home there—for life—yes, for 
life. That’s what slic’l! want to do.’ 1 couldn’t give my attention 
to the debate at all, though my Department was concerned. I 
watched die door instead, for one of the attciuLuits to enter, for a 
card to be parsed down to me from the back benches wluch 1 had 
left now for good. But no card came. I was vexed. It was 
dinner-time now. Ariadne must have got my note. It w.as ”— 
he cast about for the word he exactly w.antcd and found it—” it was 
neglectful.” - 

So might a Satrap have spoken. Strickland almost looked for a 
bow-string in Ransome’s hand. In the East they knew how to 
punish such delinquencies and neglects. However, Juli.ui Rausome 
had not completed the talc of his injuries. The crown of diem was 
to come. 

” The House rose soon after eleven. I took a taxi at once and 
drove to Browden House. Ariadne by that time had changed and 
gone off again in her car. And she had apparendy left no mess.igc 
for me. I saw Ariadne’s maid. I assured her that she muse be 
mistaken. She insisted that she was not. 1 was certain that a note 
had been left for me. The maid took me upstairs to Ariadne’s sitting- 
room and switclicd on the light. Even from the doorway 1 could 
see the note waiting for me on the blotting-pad. ‘ I thought so! ’ I 
said. After all, I was not quite such an inconsiderable person as the 
maid thought. * There it is. There’s the message for me ’; and I 
walked over to the table. * That letter’s not for you, sir,’ ihb maid 
said. * It’s one which was sent to her ladyship this afternoon.’ It was 
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mdccd. It Was my own letter announcing my appointment and— 
\vliat do you think?—it was unopened.” 

” Unopened?” cried Strickland 

He sprang up with a cry. 

*' Yes.” said Julian. ” You begin to realise how 1 have been 
treated, eh? My letter, if you please, with the great news—^just 
tossed down on the blotting-pad—not worth glancing at. I might 
have been Mr. Anybody.” 

” You. for inst.incc,” his eyes said, and almost his contemptuous 
lips. The splinter in the depths of the wound was visible enough 
now. His letter dispatched in the afternoon v/as still unread at mid¬ 
night. Ariadne could come home and dress for dinner. Yes, 
she had time enough for that! She could return and change again 
and order lier car and have her luggage packed. Ilut she could not 
spare a moment in which to open the letter, whicli he had actually 
interrupted the important business of listening to a debate, in order to 
write. 

“ Could anything be more insulting? ” Julian Ransomc cried. 

The affronted gentleman drew some consolation at last from the 
aspect of his confidant. John Strickland was staring at him aghast. 
But Strickland’s dismay had notliing whatever to do with Ransome’s 
complaints and wounded pride. They were all swept out of his • 
thoughts like so much sea spume driven down die wind. 

” Your letter was in your handwriting? ” he asked. 

Or course it was. 

Strickland nodded. Ariadne would never have left that letter 
unopened through any indifference or neglect. She was cap.iblc of 
•my wild and erratic thing so long as it was not an ill-maimercd diing; 
and this omission fell definitely into that last category. Ariadne was 
incapable of it. Good manners were of the very substance of her, 
not a veneer. She would never wound unless she wounded deliber¬ 
ately; .nnd the last man she would treat svith carelessness would be 
Julian Ransomc. The more difficult the relationship of tliosc two 
became, the more scrupulous she would be to consider him. Since, 
then, she had left this letter unopened .and unanswered, she must have 
been in the very press of action, caught by some irresistible demand 
upon her time and her activity—a demand at all events which would 
be reckoned irresistible by her, a demand upon her generosity, her 
friendship. Strickland was sLiring straight at Juli.m Ransome, but 
lie was seeing that letter on Ariadne’s writing-table, claiming its 
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lecture and its answer. He saw Ari.idtic moving swiftly in tlic stress 
of a crisis, the room darkening, the letter glimmering white. In his 
fancy it grew incandescent as the darkness gathered. . . . 

“ Don’t you see,” he asked quietly, ” that there must be another 
reason? Don’t you understand th.tt ■Corinne must ha\c invented 
some desperate call for help——? ” 

But Ransome broke in upon him roughly. 

” That won’t do at all tor me, Colonel Strickland! Corinne this 
and Corinne that, Corinne here and Corinne there! Corinne might 
be the League of Nations and Mussolini rolled into one. Damn 
Corinne, 1 say. My letter unopened—that’s what I am thinking 
about. If it wasn’t opened, because Corinne comes first in impor¬ 
tance—well, that only increases the offence. I told you once before 
that all this Bohcimanism of the cabarets had got to end, didn’t I? 
Well, it’s going to end now, so tar as I am concerned. By God, it 
is! Corinne! Just fancy! " 

He dragged The Times across the table tow.»rds him and read again 
ihc wondcrlul passage. He was amongst the shining ones on the 
Treasury Bench. Why, any moniing he might wake up to find 
himself caricatured by Poy or Matz or Strubc or one of the other 
shrewd cpitoniists of the current politics. Hospel Rousseneq had 
the right phase for him. He was making the importance, and Jolin 
Strickland had had as much of it as his stomach could stand. He 
rang the bell and when his servant appeared, he said : 

” Come right into the room, Soames.” 

” Very good, sir.” 

Soames closed the door behind him and stepped forward, whilst 
Julian Ransome, stayed in die full flight of his eloquence, looked on 
with annoyance. 

” Soames, how long iuve you been with me? ” 

“ Counting the w-ar, sir, twelve years; and I am sure that I have 
tried to give satisfaction,” answered Soames. 

“ And I am satisfied,” said Strickland. ” I shall be still more 
satisfied if you can remember die name of one Parliamentary Secre¬ 
tary to the Board of Trade during diosc twelve years.” 

Soames’s face went perfectly blank. A cardboard mask could not 
have been more expressionless. He remauicd mute. 

” Take your time, Soames.” 

Soames swallowed. He prided liimsclf upon his efficiency. He 
did not deny that it was the part of efficiency to provide his employer 
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with ncccss.irv inforniatiou. He had a sense of failure and huniiliadou 
wliich was extremely galling. 

“ I am sorry, sir,” lie said apologetically. 

“ Not one, So.imcs? ” 

“ Not one, sir.” 

Strickland did not look at Julian Raiisome, but he was aware that 
he moved away to the window. Strickland pursued the subject, and 
in anything but a nice spirit. 

” Mavc you read this morning's paper, Soaincj? ” 

” Oh yes, sir. 1 make a point of keeping up with the new’s of the 
<1V. 

” And you c.ui’t metitiott a single one? ” 

” No, sir. I am sorry.” 

” Very well, Soaincs. That’s all.” 

But it was not all for Soames. He had been weighed in the bal.ince 
ami found wanting. He hesitated at the door, a very dissatisfied 
servant; and he came back into the room and made matters ten 
limes worse than they had been befsire. 

” You’ll excuse me. sir, and I hope Mr. Ransome will, if 1 say that 
Parliamentary gentlemen, valuable of course though they are, don’t 
cut quite as much ice as they used to do. I hope, therefore, you will 
pardon my ignorance. 1 am afr.iid that people have come to look 
upon die House of Commons as a sort of sick-room—a sick-room 
in the incurables—where everybody’s more and more concerned 
with tlie hours of his meals and the doctors’ visits and what new nurses 
arc appointed dian with die world going by outside the windows. 
So one gets apt to p.ay less attention to it than one ought to. I am 
sorry.” 

With th.at catastrophic apology, Soames really retired. Strick¬ 
land allowed a second or two to elapse, and then said deliberately: 

" And Soames, lee me tell you, is an unusually well-informed man.” 

Ransome turned back into die room. He had somehow during 
the list few minutes acquired a real dignity. 

” I don’t diink that we need prolong this interview,” he said quite 
quietly, as he took up his hat and stick. “ Good morning.” 

He walked to the door and, standing there with his back to the 
room, made an observation in the same subdued voice which, to 
Strickland’s dunking, gave him in the end all the honours of die 
encounter. 

” I was asking for diat, of course,” he said. ” 1 have been certainly 

174 


talking to you foolishly and unguardedly. But I have been deeply 
♦.rnubled, deeply disappointed.” 

He went out of the room so quiedy that he might not has’c been 
a ParhainentarN’ Secretary at all. 

Strickland pushed his hair back from hU torehcad. 

” I wasn’t behaving nicely,” he declared regrctlully. " No, I 
wasn t. 

He took a bath, shaved and dressed. He walked to Browden 
House. As yet there was no news of Ariadne. There might be, 
however, somcdiing to be Icanu in South Audlcy Street. 13ut the 
blinds were dr.iwn down behind Corinne’s windows, and when 
Strickland knocked at the door it was ojH.iKd hy the cook. Miss 
Corinne, he was told, had gone away for some time, and the house 
was to be shut up. Her maid had already departed on a holiday; 
she herself, the cook, was leaving that afternoon, and a carctaJccr was 
coming in. Strickland walked slowly back to Stratton Street, at a 
complete loss. There was nothing whitli he could do, nothing 
which he had a right to do. He could only wait, whilst the storm 
cloud of fear massed and darkened above his head. 

But upon Ills hall table a telegram was l>ing. He tore open the 
envelope, fumbled with sluking fingers at the toldcd form, got ic 
spread out at last, and was carried away on so smooth a wave ol relief 
that the whole world seemed on tliis summer day delectably to 
have regained its youth. The telegram was from Ariadne. 

“Don’t worry. Expect a letter in a week. All well,” it ran; 
and more than die word> themselves, die n.imc of the place from 
which it had been scut delighted him. 

Ariadne had sent off )ier telegram from Boulogne at a quarter to 
twelve. She had crossed to France by the ten o’clock boat, and 
nowhere else could she be as safe. Strickland strctclicd himself out 
in his armchair and slept without a movement until dinner-time 
was long since past and he must make shift with a supjicr at his club. 
For a week, then, he walked unharassed, but at the end of the week 
the expected letter came and—however, let us see what had liappcncd. 
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CHAPTER XXI 


GETTING TOGETHER 

Strickiand liAil been just as wrong as he could possiblv be in the 
matter of Uattclulcna's latch-key. Corinne had picked it up from 
tlic carpet whilst Ariadne was still in the room and had dropped it into 
a vase upon her mantelshelf, and there it remained. She had dropped 
a poor little broken licart at the same time into the same porcelain 
sarcophagus, and there that remained too. 

C online was utterly miserable. The dainty playthings who 
bubble up iridescent and lovely on the froth of a season’s fashions fall 
easy victims to adventurers of the t\'pc of Leon Battchilena. Such 
men can be fat.il to them. For so long as the money lasts, they have 
an edervescent gaict\' always at their command, they have no work 
to occupy their time, no perplexities to make them thoughtful and 
dull. A telephone call, and they are at your house. They arc clever 
enough to persuade the Corinnes that they could be great artists if 
only they chose; and meanwliilc they have the halo and the prcstfge 
without the drudgery. 

Battchilena could flatter Corinne by playing to her upon her 
piano, without a note of music, half of an opera by Strauss, and with 
an equal sensibility slip into the jingles of the day which she really 
appreciated and hked. He had passion and jealousy at his beck and 
call. They were bis stock-in-trade. He could make a furious scene 
and round it off* with a reconciliation. If tears were wanted, you 
could have them from him too. And he was sincere. He was too 
good a m.isquerader not to deceive himself. He played upon his own 
heart-strings as well as upon his mistress’s. He was bright if she was 
cheerful, sympathetic if she was s.ad, tragic and suicidal if she glanced 
at another man. All, just as long .is the money lasted. When that 
was spent, so was passion, and it was time to go. 

3uch men do not run to courage. Butterflies have wings, not 
weapons; and at the first chill of fear, at the first thought that he might 
be held to account for the squandering of Elizabeth Clutter’s fortune, 
he was on the boat train to the Continent. If he left a small heart 
very troubled and afraid behind him, why, tliat was Corinne’s affair, 
not his. There was a new little heroine of the films at Berlin whose 
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jcquaintancc he had yet to make. A young priirt.i Jomi.i w.is turning 
heads crazy' in Milan. Battchilcna was belated already. He must 
hurry'; and he did. 

Meanwhile, Corinne went home alone and cried hcr^eU to sleep. 

“ I shan’t suffer so very' much,” she said to herself each day. but she 
did suffer, and it would have been easier tor her if, when her work was 
over, she had joined some gay party as she h.td been wont to do. 
But she was not only lovc-lom; she was afraid. Fear w.is always 
with her, a snake which now and again tightened its coils about her 
heart and made her gasp for breath. She dared not any longer let 
herself at night into a dark and silent house. She must come home 
betimes to find the windows alight and her servants waiting up for 
her. 

On one night, then, she d.ovc back to South Audley Street at half¬ 
past twelve, ate her supper, and was in bed shortly after one o’clock 
in the morning. She had been sleeping only by fits and starts of Lite, 
and she had spent a long, arduous morning rehearsing a new d.incc. 
It happened, therefore, that on this night she fell asleep immediately 
after she had turned off the lamp by the side of her bed. 

She woke with the impression clear in her mind that >hc h.id slept 
for a very long time. But this impression will come from a licavy’ 
slumber as often as from a long one; and it was certainly the very- 
dead of the morning. There was not a sound in the streets, and when 
she raised her eyelids and found herself lyuig upon her side with her 
face towards the windows, she saw that there was not yet any glimmer 
of dawn. She was still floating on that smooth bordcr-sca between 
sleep and consciousness, and without moving she closed her eyes 
again. She would have drifted back at once into oblivion but for a 
curious sense of discomfort. Even then, in her vague twilight mood, 
she took a few seconds before she could define it. But when she did 
she was at once startlingly awake, tingling with every nerve alert to 
the very' dps of her iocs. For when she had closed her eyes .after 
assuring herself that it was still dark, she saw bcnc.ith each eyelid a 
d.a7zling globe of light. She was familiar with that simple pheno- 
mendn, of course. But, equally of course, she was familiar with its 
cause. One saw just such balls of fire for a little while in front of one s 
eyes when one had looked at the bmp before turning it out—and at 
no other times. 

Now Corinne was convinced that she had slept for a long time. 
There had, in any case, cla|«ed too prolonged an interval hetweeu this 
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moment of consciousness and the moment when slic had last turned 
out her lamp for its image to remain still impressed upon the rctinx of 
her eyes. Tlien someone hid but now flashed a light upon her face. 
Then someone was in the room. 

Corinne’s blood ran cold as ice. For in the same instant when she 
became assured that there was ati intruder in the room, she knew to an 
inch wlicrc the intruder was. She did not have to move a muscle 
or to lift an eyelid to acquire the knowledge. Nor did her cars tell 
her. She he.ard not a sound, not even an intake of breath. But there 
was a drag and pressure of the bedclothes across her feet as though they 
had been tucked in under the mattress very tightly. That could not 
be the ease, for Corinne these days must he lapped in case, and the 
ghost of a crumplovl rose-leaf wouhl have driven rest from her 
pillow. She could never have fallen asleep with her legs so pinioned. 
Tlic intruder was scateti on the edge of the bed, at the foot of it, and 
his mere immobility' and silence terrified her almost as much as his 
presence in the room at all. 

She pictured him—for she never sought to console herself with a 
doubt as to who the intruder was—as a huge giant with a terrible, 
wasted face, trained to tlic patience of stone and the swift violence of 
fire, and he sat on the edge of her bed, bis ultimate goal reached after 
his years of shivery and wandering, waiting—waiting patiently, as he 
could afford now to wait, with some sinister and devilish humour, 
until she awoke of her own accord or until he awakened her. 

Therefore, of her own accord she must not awake—until some plan 
of escape shaped itself in her mind, some unexpected help came from 
some unimagined quarter, or some glint of daybreak slipped into the 
room and brought noise again into die silent streets. Corinne, 
though she looked like a flower which a spot of rain would spoil, had 
a peasant’s health and, when put to it, a sturdy spirit. She managed 
not to move her feet; she managed to modulate her breathing to the 
easy steadiness of sleep; she m.-maged to keep her body in its attitude 
of relaxation and to keep umcrcamcd the scream wliich ached at the 
back of her throat. But she could not keep lier eyelids closed. 
She lay in the darkness, with her eyes open towards die windows, her 
bosom rising and falling evenly, diough one small, slim hand was 
clenched beneath her pillow so tight that die nails bit into her palm, 
and the sweat was a cold dew upon her forehead and her limbs. 

There was a telephone upon the table beside her bed close to the 
lamp, behind her shoulder. But to reach it she njust turn over, 
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sirctch out an arm, seize it swiftly—inadjicss 1 Not a wort! would be 
called before it was dashed from her grasp. There w.\s a bell- Its 
handle dangled fronr a cord a little above her head. It r.uig m her 
maid’s room upst.airs. That was her best chance. If she could bring 
herself to wake naturally, to yawm. to stretch up her arms—but it was 
putting her life upon the swiftness ot a movement; and all the while he 
—Clutter—was sittmg over her, watching her. like a wild beast 
hunting. 

Meanwhile Corinne’s eyes got used to the darkness. A summer 
night, except in a thunderstorm, is never black; and although the 
blinds were down, die curtains were not dr.iwn and the windows 
stood open. Ever)’ now and again the blinds fluttered and lifted 
with some passing breath of air. 

Gradually, that part of the room within the r.-ingc of her vision 
swam vaguely into sight—the oblong shape of the recessed windows, 
the whiteness of the ceiling, the bl.ack sheen of a mirror, a pile of 
delicate clothes thrown over the back of a chair—all were made 
discernible to her, not so much by a faint light as by a less dark dark¬ 
ness. Corinne. however, made one error in spite of her mag- 
nifiomt control. She forgot that if she, within these few minutes, 
h.id learnt to see a little, how very much more must she be snsiblc to 
the patient watcher on the edge of die bed. She could distinguish 
mirror; it hung between its uprights like a gleaming sl.ib of stone. 
Well, what then of the gleam of her own open eyes? 

There was a sudden swoop .above her like the body of some great 
bird descending upon its prey; and a p.iir of eyes glittering with a 
greenish lambent fire stared into her own. Corinne s heart turned 
over inside her breast. The avenger was here, then; the moment 
of retribution so often imagined during these last weeks had come, but 
in a fashion a thousand times more terrifying dun she had ever 
imagined. Her arm shot up in a frantic clutch towards the bell, but 
never reached it. The intruder struck with the swiftness of a serpent. 
One great hand closed about her wrist, a band of mcul about a stalk 
of straw. Her lips made a horrible bubbling sound, and she shuddered 
down in her bed: but dut bubbling sound was not allowed to swell 
into a cry. For die palm of the intruder^ right hand had covered her 
mouth In an extremity of fear, she bit at it like a wounded dog, 
but she might as usefully have bitten at a piece of iron. The flat of 
his hand pressed down her lips and kept diem sealed, his thumb upon 
one side and his last two fingers upon tbc other, held her small t.acc 
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. 1 $ in A vice, And to add to die final horror, his first and second fingers, 
crooked, took her nostrils between them and closed. Corinne flung 
herself from side to side but she could not loosen by a hair’s breadth 
that relcntic.ss grip. It was inconceivable to her that she could suficr 
torture so poignant and still live. She could not breathe. Her heart 
thundered against her breast as though it must hurst its way out or 
crack, the blood sang in her cars, her eyes st.irtcd from their sockets. 
The darkness whirled about her flecked with blots of fire. Corinne 
was drowning in her little house in the middle of Mayfiir. and with 
her one free hand she thrashed the bed-clothcs in her agonv. 

“So!” 

Clutter let her go .ind she slipped down in the bed, drawing in the 
air into her lungs with labouring breaths, whilst her body shook from 
head to foot like a patient in the rigor of a fever. 

“ It is all very well for Elirabeth Clutter, no doubt,” he said in a low 
voice with a curious rasp to it, ” but when one’s own turn comes, it is 
not so pleasant. Yon will lie very still, Corinne, with your h.mds 
stretched at your sides outside the bed-clothes.” 

“ Yes,” she answered in a whisper. 

She obeyed him meekly, and suddenly she began to cry. The 
tears r.an down her checks, and the sobs c.inic bursting uncontrollably 
until her throat ached with them. 

“ Good! ” said Archie Clutter, meaning that he wovild have no 
more trouble with her that night. He h.id chosen his own brute’s way 
to strip from her all rcsist.\ncc in one or two swift seconds of violence. 
She lay now a thing of wax for his will to mould as he would. She 
breathed tear instead of air. Fear slipped in currents of ice through 
all her veins. She w.is chained by it to her bed. It gagged her lips. 

Clutter reached out his hand and turned on the lamp by tlic side of 
the bed. Outside, in South Aiidlcy Street, Strickland saw that light 
shine out and walked on appeased of his anxieties. 

For the first time Corinne saw with her owi eyes her enemy; 
and though B.ittchilcna and Strickland had both prcp.ircd her by tlicir 
descriptions, the aspect of the man himself exceeded them by so much 
tliat she, who had thought to have plumbed cverv deep of terror, 
discovered that there were dcptlis till then unknosvni. The contrast 
of his dress lent to him a quality which was bizarre and sinister. For 
he wore the ordinary dress which a ni.in of fashion puts on in the 
evening, a high, white collar witli its bent flaps, a while tie in a big 
bow, a white silk scarf about his neck, a black overcoat with silk 
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iapcU. 13ut above this conventional garb were the big, naked lace of 
a yellowish pallor, under a diick crop ol dark lujr; die haggard 
cheeks, scarred and seamed, the out-ihniit full lower lip. the lull- 
open mouth, the green bright eyes ol which the fire was tor the 
moment veiled; and visible through all the delorniity ol thickened 
features, starved flesh and the sdgnus branded by hatred and passion 
and cruelty, the tracc-s of an ertswhile beauty. Coruuic shuddered 
as she looked. She felt that she was in the presence of some elemental 
spirit of evil, which had been even before existence was. 

Archie Clutter did not trouble to tie up the handle of the bell above 
lier reach, nor to set the telephone rcceic'cr down upon the floor. 
The clasp of his iron fingers about her dchcatc face, had plucked the 
last least remnant of courage and hardihood out of her. 

“ To-night you give me my money, Corinne,” he said m the queer, 
creaking voice which just seemed an inevitable part of him. 

Corinne whimpered like a child under punishment. She h.td no 
money to give. 

“ The money you hold in trust lor me, Corinne.” 

She dared not plead that the hour was blc, that in the morning 
banks would be open, jewellery could be sold. She w.is under a 
compulsion now to speak die truth—even if the truth meant the con¬ 
fession of a crime. 

** You give me my money, Corinne, and I forgive you tiiat letter.” 

Coriiuic could not assemble her thoughts. 

Letter? ” she repealed, her forehead wrinkled in her perplexity, 
and she saw liis eyes widen and the animal leap up in them. ” I 
don’t know,” she said widi a sob. 

” The letter asking for money to help me to escape. One morning 
it lay on the hall table. Then it was destroyed—by you, Corinne. 
That fne inheritance must not be lost. So, lest another letter come, 
three nights afterwards Maung H’la shifts the glasses by the bed.” 

It was a very different story to that which Coriimc had told in die 
garden of the inn upon the Portsmoudi road. But she did not con¬ 
tradict diis version. She uttered a little moan. 

” Maung H’la! Maung H'la.” 

“ Yes, he told me.” 

“ Yet you killed him.” 

” After he had told me. Of course 1 did.” Archie Clutter’s voice 
rasped the words casually, as though nodiing in the world could be 
more obvious and natural. ” f am not the Lord Mayor. I didn’t 
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want any trumpeter to warn you that 1 w.\s coining. Besides, 
Maung H'la couldn’t live after I was free.” 

After all. ccrt.ain things are done, and certain dungs arc not. 
There’s a code. No, ccrtauily Maung H’la could not go on living, 
after Archie Clutter was free. 

“ So I want my money, Corinne.” 

Corinne Hung lier head from side to side. Almost she gave her 
dii'oat to him with a prayer—’* Let it be quick I ” 

“ Well? ” ho insisted. 

And in a whisper broken by a whimper came the answer at last: 

“ It is spent ” 

•• What?’ 

The cxcl.unarion was uttered in a low and startled cr>’. Corinne 
nodded licr head. She had no more words at her command. And 
Clutter’s head dropped so that she could not see his face. 

” All of it? ” he asked. 

” Yes.” 

” You and the Spaniard?” 

Yes. 

Corinne could not tell how hard she had struck—or wh.at dreams 
he had nursed of some fair domain in a tropical land, where he would 
live at his ease, master of his own house. He liad escaped from the 
He Royalc with his little friend Hospcl Rousseneq. They had 
forced their way, st.irving, weaponless, up the intested rivers, through 
tlic infested forests to the inland towns of Venezuela—that desperate 
pilgrimage so often begun, so seldom acconaplishcd. He had worked 
ins p.issagc to Burma, obtained the facts from Maung H’la, which 
put Corinne into the palm of his hand. He had dealt with Maung 
H’la in the very spirit of disdain in which Wotan in the opera had 
dealt with Hunduig. A contemptuous wave of the hand and the 
rogue had fallen dead. He had come b.ack to England, got together a 
trifle of money, and made his plan. One tlaing whicla through the ten 
years of his imprisonment and his wanderings he had treasured as his 
heart’s blood was—the latch-key of his house in South Audlcy Street. 
He had Icanit the lesson of concealment from his fellow-convicts. 
Now all that ignominy reaped its reward. Witli the money saved, 
he could buy die clothes which passed him without question as a 
likely visitor. The latch-key passed liim as a likely lover. And .lU 
these long unlovely labouring days ended, he walks according to 
plan, into his own house to fmd that every penny of the fortune diat 
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was his had been scattered down the wind. Corinne could not 
fathom the shock of despair, miuttcrable dcsp.iir which had followed 
upon the complete ruin of his plans. liut his dejection was plain 
enough, and it relieved her for the moment of that fear, which had 
cliiUed lier to the marrow of her bones, tliat she was in the presence of 
a su|x:maiural agent of evil. As he sat turned to stone, with lowered 
head, he was human to her now, a human spreading about liim some 
desolating armosphere of loneliness—like—like the Wandering Jew. 

** You and Dattchilcna,” he said. 

But the quahty of his voice had changed. It was somehow— 
indefinably-^angcrous. His fingers witched, his hand stretched 
out a little towards her, and was withdrawn, and stretched out again, 
hovering. Corinne watched it with a growing horror, as one might 
watch a poisonous spider of the East. She w renched her gaze away 
from it—and he was looking at her, straight in the f.ice, iiis eyes 
blazing—a panther crouched for the spring. Just for a second, so 
surprising had been liis abasement, she had been deluded by a sense 
of victory. But the delusion had gone. She knew that between 
Corinne living and Corinne dead there was a border-line of no more 
tluckness th.an a shadow. 

“ This liousc? ” he asked. 


Corinne shook her head. 

" Mortgaged." 

" You nave Jewellery? ” 

Even here she could give him no good news, herself no excuses. 

" A few pieces. Most of the valuable tilings were sold. Oh I " 
And nimble longer to endure the menace of his looks, she raised her 
hands and pressed them tight over her face, whilst the tears burst from 
her afresh. Even to her own cars the talc of her extravagance 
sounded fatal. Jewellery had been given lier—a fortune of it. 
Jewellery had been bought—oh, with a thriftless hand. But she and 
Leon had eaten and drunk it, and danced it and gambled it away. 
If only Dattchilciu bad had money! 

" But I will get money for you—I sviU— Only let me live! 
I swear I will! ’’ and she stretched out her arms to him appealingly 


How? 




" By d.ancing. I can make money now. I have offers from 
America,” and Clutter swept the prayer away with a growl. As if he 
would let her out of his reach until one way or another she liad paid 
him. 
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“ You have rich friends,” he said at length. 

” None who would give me money.” 

''he might have had. With her grace and her sprightlincss and her 
success, she might have nad them hy the score. But Battchilctia with 
his scenes of jealousy would have prevented her, even if she had 
wished for them. And she had not wished for them. She had 
taken a pride in providing for Dattchilcna herself. What a fool she 
had been so to let him fill her thoughts when she occupied so sm.ill a 
space in his! 

Archie Clutter broke in upon her bitter regrets. 

” There’s the Australian.” 

" Lord Culalla ? ” 

” Yes. He’s very rich.” 

” He has not spoken to me for t'A'o years, if he could help it.” 

” Not since the night when you sprang to your feet in his house and 
cried out ‘ She has tliis moment died.’ ” 

Corinne surted up and fell back again with a low cry. 

” No. no, 1 didn’t mean to move. I was taken by surprise. I 
didn’t think you knew.” 

” Oh, I knew,” he replied, nodding at her savagely. 

So he held her really at his mere)'. Even if she escaped him for 
this night, she was his prisoner. Suspicion had been strong against 
her. Almost she had been arrested after Elizabeth Clutter’s death. 
If that mad hysterical outcry had been known to die police, she surely 
would have been—and women went to the scaffold nowadays. 

” Culalla muse pay for his supper,” Archie Clutter continued. 
” He won’t want that story publislicd.” 

But Corinne knew very well that there was no possibility in that 
direction. There was no man who would be less likely to endure 
even a threat of blackmail th.m Culalla. He was clever, too, and 
quick. He would gel to work upon the instant. Archie Clutter 
had a weak jouit in his armour as well as she. 

“ Threaten him, through me, through anyone.” she replied, ‘‘ he 
would pursue you ... he would drive you under . . . you don’t 
know him.” 

Again Clutter's eyes dropped from her face; and in a low voice he 
poured out such a string of blasphemous and bcasdy phrases as made 
licr blood run cold. They were all minted in the convict station of 
Cayenne, gros.sly picturesque and abominable and many of them in 
the slang of the prison so that their meaning w.os lost upon Corinne. 

184 


And as the stream flowed, his voice cracked, and !iis body shook. No 
horror was to be spared Corimic that night. For she saw that his 
mind was rocking on its base. The ten years of horror and miscr>’. 
trebly horrible to the man reared in luxurs, and now diis crushing 
disappointment at the end, was it strange if he went mad now, here, 
in this room where she lay bcncatli his hands? Once or twice he 
looked at her with a horrible furtivcncss, his lips drawn back, his teeth 
gleaming, and then dropped his hc.id again and resumed his dreadful 
monologue, his voice wavering and cracking; and all the time the 
long fingcn worked as though now they caressed and now they 
crumbled something into fragments. Corinne, watching, suddenly 
found her wits going, her hold upon her nerves breaking dowm. 
She was on the very edge of hysteria. 

" Stop! ” she whispered piteously. “ Stop ! Or I mmt scream! 

I can’t help it! I can’t." 

Already her voice was rising gustily, tlic scream was gathering at 
the back of her throat. In a moment it would be beyond control. 
With her own hands she plucked at the sheet, covered her lips with it 
.ind crushed it into her mouth. In imagination she felt those working 
fingers once more tightening about her face, choking her, drowning 
her. 

There was just a glimmer of fear in Clutter's eyes too. 

" Lie still! " he commanded. 

It would be the end of him too if Conimc were to scream .and 
Corinne were to die. The money was gone and with it everything. 
The time for anger and revenge would come later. Now Corinne 
must be used. 

" You luve a great friend in a woman.” 

“ Ariadne I " Corimic looked at her enemy warily. Was Ariadne 
to be dragged into this whirlpool too? Not if she could help it! 
Rather anything—even those encircling hands I Her debt to 
Ariadne’s generous championship could not be measured. Corinne 
was all that Trevor thought her—rapacious, unscrupulous, criminal. 
But she was on her knees to Ariadne Feme. 

" She has nothing at all," she replied. 

" But she has a lover who has much," said Clutter. 

“ He u not her lover." 

Clutter shrugged his shoulders. He was not there to quarrel over 
terms. 

" He would give a great deal if she were in peril.'* 
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His wiiolc fortune, as Coriiuic very well knew, but she was careful 
not to say one wonl. She watched Clutter and waited. All her 
wits were alert now. She must not miss a word. 

" You h.ave got some money in the house? ” he asked. 

Corinne h.id thirty pounds and some few pieces of jewellery. 

“ That will do.” 

He rctlected again for a few moments. 

“ She has a car ? ‘ 

” Yes.” 

" And drives it? ” 

" Yes." 

Clutter outlined now his plan. He would need some days to find 
out the place he wanted. It should not take long. He remembered 
enough of England, though he had seen little enough of it during this 
last ten years. There was a great stretch of common land between 
Esher and Cobham where die road ran between heather. Turn olT 
along a by-road you ran amongst pine-woods, through spaces of 
empty country. It would be necessary to find some hut, some 
cottage which was unoccupied, a woodman’s hut would do. 
Corinne must see to it that on a chosen afternoon her friend Ariadne 
should drive her alone into this wilderness. The rest he and his 
friend would see to. 

Corinne listened. It was just the sort of scheme which a man, 
.separated from the world in a convict starioii, brooding over his sins, 
seething with hatred, would invent—at once violent, and brutal and 
childish. Corimie’s first thought, ” It’s impossible! It’s crazy! ’’ 
Her second, " Yet even crazy things arc done, if there’s audacity to do 
them.” She dircw out objections as though she were already a 
partner in his scheme. 

“ The next day there would be a hue and cry. . . .Someone would 
have seen us on the road. . . . There would be a search.” 

” No, tlicrc would be no search.” 

That same night a warning would be posted into Strickland’s letter¬ 
box that if he wislicd to see Ariadne again, he must breathe no word to 
the police. He must leave liis money at a newspaper shop in Soho, 
say, where letters were received. He must keep no watch upon that 
shop. It would be known if he did. 

“ How? ” asked Corinne. 

” All that day ray little friend would sit behind a dingy curtain 
at a window opposite. Only in the evening he was sure 
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no WAtch WAS being bept, be woulJ send a boy to fctcli the 
package.” 

Archie Clutter knew the tricks of critnc, he had lived amongst 
convicted criminab so long that he must know them. The money 
would be brought out of London at once. Ariadne and Connne 
could be safe at home that night. It was all crazy—yes—and yet such 
things had happened, did hapi>cn. Ariadne would drive her alone 
into the pine-wood. She had but to plead a headache. There were 
lonely glades amongst the pine-woods where you might he hidden 
for a month. Strickland would pour out his money with both 
hands for Ariadne at a mere hint of torture. Yes, so far the scheme 
was mad, yet it was feasible. 

“ But afterwards,” Corinne objected. She had not the whole of 
his intention yet she imagined. “ Afterwards when we were released 

_what then? You don’t think Colonel Strickl.md would sit quiet 

and twiddle his thumbs? ” 

She saw the ghost of a smile flicker about Clutter’s bps. and vanbh. 
He looked away from her. It seemed that he liad suddenly grown 
shy. Oh. there was more logic in Im plan dian she had as yet dis¬ 
covered. Now she was sure of it. 

” No, but we should liavc gone." 

" He would know where you had hidden. You could be 
traced.” 

" We should have crossed the sea." 

" Passports? ” Corinne suggested. 

Archie Clutter grinned. 

" Only the innocent arc troubled about passports." 

" He would follow you to the ends of the earth." 

" We should accept that risk." 

And at last Corinne knew the black purpose in his mind. The 
flickering smile had betrayed him. It had returned to his face, against 
hb will. So he had let it broaden into a grin at the comical idea that 
men who knew dieir way about had trouble in securing p.assporu 
which would let them through the wide meshes of tlic embarkation 
ports. But he had not deceived Corinne. Hb eyes were veUed, hb 
face averted, but he had not kept his secret. Corinne saw a little 
glade hidden from the sunlight by dark crowded pines and two low 
mounds of turf side by side. Ariadne and she would be free the 
moment the money wa* received. They could both be at their 
houses that night. Could they? They were to go the same road 
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as Maung H’la. They might lie in their graves undiscovered for a 
century, or until the builder’s pickaxe rang upon their bones. 

“Well?” he asked, and swiftly he seized her two wnsts and 
joined them together in his left hand. He stooped forward over her, 
and his right hand crept forv--ard over the sheet; “ Which is it to be, 
Corinne? Do you help me? ” 

She stared at him with wide-open eyes. 

“ Yes,” she whispered. 

He stooped a little lower. 

“ Take care, Corinne! ” he warned her. “ A word to the police 
and you answer for Elizabeth’s death. A word to anyone else, and 
you deal with me, Corinne.” 

"I—I won’t breatlic a word,” site gasped. “Let me go! Let 
me go I ” 

But he shook her hands and laughed quiedy to himself. He was 
amused and his amusement daunted her more than his threats. 

“ Listen, Corinne. I was a very intport.ont person at Cayenne, a 
person greatly respected, greatly feared. I’ll tell you. It’ll help you 
to keep faith with me. Up I ” 

He dragged her up until his mouth was close to her ear. 

“ Listen, little Coruuie,” and his voice cracked as he whispered to 
her the same amusing secret which Hospcl Rousseneq had whispered 
to Mr. Ricardo on the Duke Street Garden. Each had made a 
mystery of the foul thing he had to tell, and each in turn had his 
advantage by so telling it. 

Corinne fell b.ick with a moan. 

“You? You?” she whispered, her face white as the pillow 
against which it lay, her Ups trembling and a look of horror and 
repulsion upon her face as though a hooded cobra had reared itself 
hissing in her path. “ Oh! ” and her voice died in a wail. 

“ Yes, I,” said Clutter, chuckling. “ In two more nights I come— 
just at this hour. I have my key, Corinne, to my house—! must find 
no brand-new ch.ain upon the door, Corinne. I’ll give you your 
route. It is understood? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Where is your money? " 

She told him tliat it was in a drawer of her dressing-table, between 
the windows. Her jewels rested in a black leather ease in front of the 
mirror. Archie Clutter rose and looped up the bell out of Corinne*s 
reach. 
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“ Lie siill! ” he ordered. 

” rU not move,” she answered. 

Clutter emptied the money out of the drawer into his pocket. In 
the jewel ease a couple of pearl car-drops, a small sunburst of dia¬ 
monds, a ring set with a large emerald, a string of small {Karls were 
all that she h.id left. They followed the money into Clutter’s 
pocket. He returned to the bedside, moving with extraordinary 
uoiselcssncss and speed, and taking up his hat trom a little table close 
to the door. 

" I go now. In two nights from now ! Remember! Or I shall 

have to say to you-” He was at the door when a jest of an 

exquisite humour came lo him. He returned solemnly to the bed¬ 
side and stood there, towering and immense. He said in a hollow 
voice, ” Corinne, the moment has come to be brave.” 

These time-honoured words which the French executioner utters 
when he enters the condemned cell and the guillotine is set up in the 
square tickled Archie Clutter’s seme of fun all the more because of the 
secret which he had whispered in her car. He had been die Dcibler, 
the Momicur de Paris of the convict station, and from time to time he 
h.ad had much work upon his hands. As he spoke, he turned out 
suddenly the light by the bedside with a sudden snap. That, too, 
appealed to his curious sense of humour, but it was a dangerous trick. 
For it brought Corinne’s heart fluttering into her throat and a cry 
broke from her like the rattle of the dying. 

She neither heard the door close nor a step upon the stair. She 
could not believe that she was alone—alone and alive. She lay 
trembling in her bed. Not a sound came to her cars. She dared not 
move. Then in a panic she sprang up. She felt for the cord of the 
bell and could not find it. Little whimpering cries broke from her 
mouth as her hands fumbled against the wall. Something struck 
against her face, and she screamed now. It was the handle of the bell 
which had struck her. She seized it and rang and rang and rang again 
even after she heard the hurried footsteps of her maid running down 
the stain. 
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CHAPTER XXn 


THE FLIGHT 

A FEW minute? .iftcnvarels Strickland knocked upon the door. The 
SI017 told to Ijim was told on the spur of the moment. Corinne was 
shattered by the terror of the ordc.al through which she had just 
passed, her brain was whirling. She had one clear conviction, and 
liiat rather felt th.-ui formulated; that there would be no wisdom in 
any confidence she might make to-night. She might talk wildly and 
let slip words which must never be spoken. She must have time to 
bring order and quiet into her distracted mind. So, to give herself 
that time, she snatched at the first he which came to hand. 

" It was Leon whom you saw,” she said. ” He has retunied.” 

In the mortiing, after some hours of fever and restlessness, two 
resolves were already formed. She drew the telephone receiver to 
her and made an appointment with Ariadne. 

" I have to rehearse a new d.mcc at ten. I will come round to your 
house soon after eleven. Will you ple.ise wait for me? ” 

She then took her b.ath, and whilst she dressed she had a suit-ease 
packed by her maid. For the second of her clear resolutions was 
that never again would she sleep in tliat house, Even if she 
dozed for a second, worn out with fatigue, it would be oiJy to 
wake up with a scream and see, in fancy or in fact, that great 
creature of the jungle watching her with lambent eyes from the 
edge of the bed. 

“ I shall be away for a night or two,” she explained to her maid. 
‘‘ rU telephone to you in the course of the day.” 

“ Very well, madam,” said the maid, ” You have some engage¬ 
ments,” 

” Let me hear them.” 

Whilst she pressed her little hat down over her shingled head, the 
maid read the engagements out—a luncheon at the Semiramis, an 
appointment with her manicurist, the treasure hunt at night. 

” You mtist ring up after I have gone and put olT the luncheon and 
the manicurist. I sh.all see Lady Ariadne tins morning and I’ll tell her 
myself that 1 must give up the treasure hunt.” 

She adjusted her hat and laid some colour on her face and lips, 
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whilst her nuid put her h.uidkcrcliicf and her diary, her v.uiity ease 
and her key into her hand-b.i". 

“ Why, madam-" the maid cried suddenly. She had opened 

the little drawer at the side of the mirror, where Corinne kept her 
money, “—there were thirty pounds here yesterday. They arc gone. 

" I know,” said Corinne in a confusion. “ 1 wanted them yester¬ 
day. I will get some more this monnng Irom the ' Noughts and 
Crosses,’ after my rehearsal. Will you call me up a taxi and put die 
suit-case into it?" 

The maid closed the drawer. It was none of her business, but slic 
knew very well that the money had been in that drawer when 
Corinne returned home from the club last night. She closed the 
bag and c.irrying the suit-ease down the stain, went out and called a 
c.ib to the door. Corinne examined, meanwhile, what she could 
see of the street from behind the curtain of her window. She did not 
doubt but that a watch would be established on the house, but slic 
reckoned that she might have an hour or so of gr.icc. It was still not 
yet ten o’clock and Archie Clutter, who h.id only secured the necessary 
money from her during the night, would need a little time to enrol 
his sctitincls. It was very ncccssaiy that she should get her suit-ease 
away from the house unseen. She had an excuse to be sure, even if 
Arcliic Clutter himself had questioned her at the door of the cab. 
She was taking a new dress for licr new Aiticc to-night to the 
‘ Noughts and Crosses.* She was going to rche.irsc in it tlut morning. 
She phrased her excuse to hear how it sounded, wliilst she watched 
from bcliind her curtain, and she doubted whether it would have 
satisfied her enemy. Happily, however, there was as yet no sign 
of any surveillance whatever. Corinne ran downstairs and jumped 
into tile cab. She leaned out of the window : 

“ If anyone asks for me, say that I shall be back to-night, if not 
before. Nothing else.*’ 

" Very well, madam,” said the maid. She was fairly well used to 
erratic devices on the part of her young and pretP' mistress; and she 
saved herself a lot ofquitc unprofitable trouble by not looking under¬ 
neath her orders for the reasons of them. 

” Tell the driver to go to the club.” 

The maid gave the order. But incurious though she forced herself 
to be, she could not suppress a passing question as to whence came 
those bruises upon Corinnc*s face which showed so pitilessly in the 
sunlight 
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Tlirouglioiit the journey Coriimc kept an eye upon the panel of 
glass in the back of the cab. Experience had taught her that a boy on 
a bicycle was chiefly to be suspected. But no boy on a bicycle was 
following her this morning. However, her motto was safety first, 
and as the coinmission.iire at the door of the club took her suit-ease 
out of the cab, she said to him : 

“ You’ll be careful of the case, won’t you? It‘s my new dress for 
this evening,” 

She had a shilling or two at the bottom of her bag wherewith to 
pay the cabman, and she ioUowcd rlic commissionaire into the club 
where her dancing-partner was awaiting her. Corume was an artist. 
She had the power of cleansing her mind and her thoughts of all her 
difliculties and troubles, when she was engaged in her art. In the big 
empty room where the tables were not yet laid, and instead of an 
orchestra, an accompanist played upon the piano, within five miiiutes 
she had lose herself. There must be swittness without hurry, an 
appearance of ease with .m exactness ot accomplishment, steps which 
wove the daintiest of intricate patterns yet seemed to obey only the 
inspiration ot the moment. Gr.an, the dancing-partner, was never 
satisfied. For him, however exquisite the thing done, there was 
always some final imperceptible Lacquer of pcrfccdon missing. Yet 
even he at the end of the rchcars.J that morning dccLired: ” I tliink 
that we ought to have a great success to-night.” 

” I wonder,” said Corinne slowly, as she stood in her daucing-dress 
witl; her heels together, and looked curiously about the room. Her 
thoughts were free again from the preoccupations of the Last hour. 
She was wondering whether she would dance that night at all in cli.at 
big room—whether she would ever dance again anywhere. But she 
was at all events to dance there that niuht. 

She drove from the club to Browden House and was taken at once 
upstairs to that high room, w’licncc Ariadne overlooked the Park. 

Ari.adnc was singing over some of her music, but she sprang up on 
Corinne’s appearance. 

“AVc meet at Portman Square at midnight. You know that? ” 
she said. ” It’s arranged, isn’t it?—that you d.ancc to-night at half- 
p.i5t eleven, ril pick you up at the ‘ Noughts and Crosses ’ just before 
twelve.” 

“ I can’t come,” said Corinne. 

Ariadne looked at her friend with surprise. Then her face 
changed. 
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My dear, she said, and she drew Connne to the window. 
With Ac lightest of fingers she touched those blue marks on either 
side of the dancer s face. “ Oh ! ” she murmured incredulously. 
She saw the tears gatliering in Cormne's eyes. She settled her in 
a low chair and herself sat in a window-seat by die side of her. 

" What has happened? Tell me!" 

And with a few calculated omissions Corinne told the stor)' of her 

appallmg experience, of the crime planned against Ariadne] of her 

own forced compUcity. of the end—Maung H’la's end—which 

awaited them both, once the ransom was paid over. If Corinne’s 

vocabulary was unequal to the talc, her shaking voice and frightened 

eyes sc frllcd it out that Ariadne felt that she herself had been in that 

r^m all the while, holding her breath, shivering from head to foot' 

She passed from incrcdulit)' to fear as Corinne had done. The plan 

of a madman—yes. But—but—there were the newspapers. They 

told of crimes no less audacious—and of disappearances which were 

never explained—and of men who went to the scaffold—yes I Given 

men mad with years of miser)' and a horrible servitude and starvation. 

and a fury of disappointment to crown it all—who should 
say? , . . 

Anadne looked out of her window. Beneath her there were men 
;md women going briskly about their business, in the street, beyond 
the railings across the Park. She saw none of tlicm. She, too. saw a 
glade amongst the pine-trees and t^vo mounds side by side rclaid widi 
turf. She saw her little car hidden in some ravine miles away 
She saw men who searched and searched in vain. Just for a moment 
the horror on her face softened as she saw who led the search. She 
stood up suddenly. 

Suppose Corinne-had kept the story to herself! Suppose tliat in 
two nights’ time, when Clutter came again to visit her. she had made 
some bargain wliich would have saved herself! . . . Might tlut 
not have been possible? She laid lier hand on Corinne’s shoulder. 

.. n L "'y ^ forget I ’’ she said gently. 

But the dangcr*$ not over! ** Corinne exclaimed* turning to her 
imagination. Don’t you sec that? Neither for you nor for me. 
TTic moment he discovers that I’ve fled, that I’ve betrayed liim—you 

u r sooner or later—both of us_yes. 

both of us-’’ and whilst her eyes were fixed upon her friend, her 

bngen began unconsciously to play over her face, touching hghtly the 
marks of bruises, fitting themselves about her jaws, covering her 



mouth aiul lips, ur.ril Ariadne could not endure it for another 
moment. 

" Stop, Coruinc! At once!she cried, and with a shiver she 
crossed the room to the firc-placc. “ Thai’s horrible, she whispered. 

But the position had nevertheless to be faced. There was a wild 
beast abroad in the land, stalking Corinne. stalking her. that would 
lash itself into a still more hideous fury, tread with a still softer and 
more cunning step when it learned that it had been tricked. The wild 

beast must be caged. 

” You must call in the police, Corinne. 

Corinne shook her head. 

“ 1 can’t. Clutter knows that I can’t.” 

“ Why not? ” 

A long pause separated the question from the answer. 

“ 1 shall be ruined." 

Ariadne was not satisfied. Ruin is a big and a vague word. This 
was a moment for precision and clear meanings. If Archie Clutter 
were arrested, no doubt it must be disclosed that Corinne had spent 
Elizabeth Clutter’s fortune. 

" And that I spent it with Leon," Corinne added. 

Ariadne nodded her head. The revelation would do Corinne 
harm. But her life was at stake now. Ari.idnc might protect her¬ 
self, but Corinne—who could protect her? Besides, people were 
lenient nowadays, and their memories amazingly short. A season or 
so abroad—and who would care whether or not she had spent 
Elizabeth Clutter’s fortune with Battchilcna. so long as she brought 
back to London a new dance. 

“ After all, the money was left to you, Corinne.” 

Again a long interval followed upon her argument. Then 
Corinne admitted in a low voice— 

“ But there’s more than that.” 

Ariadne was more troubled by Corinne’s refusal to take the only 
sort of action useful, than she cared to admit even to herself. She had 
a passion for independence. If she wanted money, she set about 
making it. If she got netted in troubles, she disentangled herself. 
She hated asking for help; and if Corinne persisted, it might be that 
she would have to ask for it. But in that ease—she must face a 
question or two which she had deliberately shirked. 

She was standing with a foot upon the fender, her back towards 
Corinne and her hands resting on the edge of the mantelpiece. 
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There was a mirror in front of her, but she was careful not to look into 
it. She looked anywhere, indeed, but at Corinne. 

If I am to gpt hold ol anyone to help us, 1 ought to know what you 
mean when you say there’s more than that.” 

So long as Ariadne had stood alone, she had been content to take 
her friend on trust. She had been l>c-r champion in m.aiiy a heated 
discussion. She had no patience with the kind of false friendship 
which said. Well, of course, / like her,” to make it dear that the 
others didn t and naturally and properly didn’t. The little mean¬ 
nesses of life were an abomination to her. But if she were to brinf> 
a parmer to help, and a paroicr who would help wholeheartedly, just 
because of her, Ariadne, and not at all because of Corinne—then she 
owed it to that partner that he should know just exactly what he was 
undertaking. Ariadne was clearer upon diat point, the more she 
thought about it. 

” Yes, my dear, you must tell me.” 

Corinne, for her part, looked into the mirror. Ariadne’s voice 
had had no hint of suspicion in it, nor did the reflection of her face 
show anything but a quiet gravity. But dicrc was a change in the 
very atmosphere of the room, not so much a chill as a tension. 
Corirmc had a feeling that now at last she was put upon her trial. 
There were certain omissiotxs which she had made in her narrative. 
She iiad to repair them now, and warily. 

He knows, she said, ” that a letter was sent by the Brethren of 
the Coast in Dutch Guiana asking for money to help him to escape. 
He would make the most of that if he were arrested ” 

"But how?” 

To discredit me,” said Corinne. 

Ariadne thought that explanation over, and could make neither 
head nor uil of it. 

But the money was sent. Three months before Elizabcdi Clutter 
died. You told us both so. I mean Strickland and myself"—a 
wave of colour flooded her checks as she corrected herself—” in die 
garden at Ripley.” 

I said that I supposed it was sent,” Corinne answered quickly. 

Yes. Then there’s notliirig Clutter could say about due which 
could hurt you, is there? ” Ariadne declared. " Not a thing! On 
the contrary. For with your influence over Elizabeth Clutter, you 
could no doubt have prevented that money being sent at all.” 

Was there a tiny note of question in the slow and deliberate 
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uaicnicnt? Corlmie, at all events, fancied she detected one. She 
glanced in a panic at the mirror over the mantelshelf. Was she to 
lose her friend now ? Then was her ease indeed without a glimmer of 
hope. But Ariadne’s head was bent. Corinne could see nothing 
but her profile, and that gave her no clue. 

“ Yes, I could,” she said in a passionate appeal. ” But I didn’t! 
Ariadne, 1 didn’t! I take God to wimess! ” 

In Ariadne’s memor)' there was revived most uncomfortably the 
ancient rule of grammar, that two negatives make an affirmative. 
Nor was the rule weakened when the two negatives were frantically 
expressed. Against her will, doubt flowed in upon her and was 
repelled and flowed in again. 

Corinne had to go on now, since she received no acceptance of her 
appeal. 

“ He knows, too, of the supper party at Greymark on the night 
when Elizabeth died.” 

Ariadne swung swiftly .about. 

“He knows that? . . . But he can’t. . . . We all agreed tliat it 
should be forgotten.” 

“ Someone has broken the agreement. For he knows. Sitting 
on the edge of the bed he told me. Yes! Suppose he was to tell that 
to a judge, .and call you all as witnesses! You can sec what that would 
mean for me.” 

Ariadne was staring now straight at Corinne. 

” Yes, I c.an,” she said in die strangest toneless voice. 

“ Ruin—irretrievable ruin—perhaps- - ” and Corinne s voice 
broke and she wrung her hands in fear, not now of die wild beast 
from the jungle, but of the man in die scarlet gown and the grey 
wig silting up high at the seat of judgment—'* yes, perhaps even 
worse.” 

Here was the true reason why Corinne dared not move openly 
against Archie Clutter. Ariadne recalled that evening in all its 
details—the gay party about the table, Culalla at the head of it with 
his curious habit of holding a class—a question to one, and a question 
to another, a glass of champagne to quicken your wits and a con¬ 
sidered intelligent answer expected—the open windows, and dicn 
Corimie flinging in, flushed, hysterical, on wires from her fingers to 
her pretty feet, and half an hour afterwards springing up avith her 
loud startling cry—" She’s dead now. I know it. She’s dead now, 
and the cry ringing out through the vrindows across the moonUt 
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lawn and glUrcning river—just at die hour when Elizabeth Clutter 
actually did die. 

Ariadne had always accepted that outbunc as an instance of tele¬ 
pathy between Corinne and her sick friend a hundred miles away in tiic 
Isle of Wight. But what would a counsel make of it in a court of 

law? Orajudger Yes, it would mean ruin—irretrievable ruin and 
perhaps worse. 

Ariadne moved swiftly across the room and sat doum again in the 
window-scat; at the side of Corinne but a little behind her. She 
stretched out her hand and laid it on her friend's arm. 

“ My dear,” she said, and it was she who now hesitated and 
appealed. *' As far as I am concerned—of course I could never 
forget that you ran straight along to me with your stor)—the whole 

plan to get money out of StrickLind through me—so even if_” 

and she broke off again, though her meaning was clear enough to the 
one who listened. 

But, you see, she resumed, if someone else is to help os, I 
have got to play fair, havai 1 1? So tell me—die whole truth. Did 
you know that night at Greymark—what was happening? ” 

No! ” cried Corinne, and she turned with the protest of one who is 
grievously wounded. “Ariadne! You couldn't beUeve it. Of 
course not.” 


Her heart sank as Ariadne persisted. She had been a little too 
dramatic, perhaps, a little too strident. 

“ You had no sort of arrangement with the Burmese servant? ” 
Ariadne continued in a low but very steady voice. “ About chaneinir 
th^ glasses?” ^ ^ 

None, none! Ariadne, I swear it I I’d swear it on anything.” 

Ariadne had not desenbed herself amiss as primitive. Under her 
iridescent cloak of gaiety she harboured a good many old-fashioned 
fcan and pieties. Lying on a table within reach of her hand was a 
curious cross of white ivory with a Christ, beautifully carved in 
amber, stretched upon it, the crown of thonis upon the he.id, the 

hands and feet nailed. Ariadne took up the cross and held it out to 
Corinne. 


On this, then, Corinne! ” 

Corinne, on the other hand, was pagan to her fingcr-dps. She took 
the cross without a tremor into her bands. She bowed her bead -tHd 
kissed the feet of the amber Christ. 

I am innocent,” she said* in a voice which contrasted very 
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cljstincdv with that which she had assumed before. She used a grave 
auJ cons'inting siinplicir)'; and site had her rew.trd. 

For Ariadne crossed at once to the telephone and rang up Jolui 
Strickland. Ho. as we know, had turned to the left that morning 
instead of to the right. Ariadne did not reach him, and her failure 
w.is somethin'.: of a shock to lier. She had got used to finding him 
at ilie end of the telephone when he w,is wanted. Even in small 
needs, there lie was—witli a Rolls-Royce, a banking-account and .all 
the necessary equipment of a modem knight-err.ant. Now, when 
he was most w.uited, he suddenly had flown beyond her call. Ariadne 
was pcrplc.xed that such a thing could happen to her; she was also a 
little hurt with jolin Strickland, who ccrtamly ought to liave known 
better than to be out of the way when he w.as needed, and who, poor 
man, w’as at that moment prosecuting Ariadne’s interests in his own 
blind way in tlic company of Angus Trevor. 

Ariadne took a minute or two to recover from this set-back. Then 
slic rang up Lord Culalla at many addresses and finally discovered 
him. 

“ He won’t help me,” said Corinne. 

None the less, he consented to supply luncheon to the pair of tlicm 
when Ariadne insisted, .and since die luncheon was to be private, at 
his own house in Carlton Gardens. Corinne drove to it with Ariadne 
in more th.Tn a little trepidation, but Lord Culalla had exquisite 
manners with women, whether he had come by them in the back 
blocks of Australia or acquired them later after his arrival in England. 
He met Corinne with so easy a courtesy that she found it soon difficult 
to believe that there had been a break of two years in their 
acquaintanceship. 

He listened to dicir story in his great library after luncheon, and 
took the s.amc serious view which they took. Here was a wild animal 
loose, and Heaven only knew to what swift outrage fury and dis¬ 
appointment might spur him when he found that his prize-birds had 
flown. At the same time he agreed with Corinne that if it were 
possible, die police should not be invoked. 

" None of us want the story of that supper-party at my house told 
to the world,” he said. ” I diink there’s a better way.” 

He took his time to elaborate that better way, partly because he 
was seriously concerned for the safety of Ariadne, and partly because 
once Archie Clutter was put upon liis trial, some mud muse attach to 
all whose names w'crc involved in the affair. No doubt, too, the 
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position in which he fount! himself tickled his humour. To piny 
Providence to tNvo of the loveliest girls in London, who sat at his feet 
in the most exquisite attire and with big wistful eyes implored liirn to 
rescue them from their troubles, was to him a very congenial business; 
and he was not averse to prolonging it. 

' Listen, children! ” he said. “ 1 have a good many houses, here 
and there. Kind friends, of whose kindness I keep due and proper 
account, so that in time they may be paid, go about saying that I have 
them because I am afraid of a Revolution and wish to h.ave as many 
burrows as possible against die day \vhcn it breaks out. As a matter 
of fact, I can’t resist a house which promises me solitude.” 

He saw Ariadne and Corinne glance at one another in dismav, and 
continued with a laugh. 

” You’re afraid that 1 have gone off my head. I am telling you die 
sober truth. I have never had any solitude in my life. 1 probably 
should be bored to death after two days of it. I5ut dicrc it is. A 
dream of mine which comes back and comes back. To get away 
and sit quietly down and really reach the mentality' of Sliakespearc 
and the Bible—just those t\vo books,” 

For a moment the yearning was upon him now, was audible in his 
voice, and visible in his eyes, so that Ariadne, wlio knew him well,' 
saw him suddenly for the first time. 

” So when I come across a house just suited to that purpose, I have 
got to buy it. And of course the first thing that happens wlicn I have 
bought it, is diat you all come down and have supper there, and there’s 
an end of my monastery. But ’’—and he leaned forward shaking his 
finger at diem—” die perfect house is one ncidier you nor any of iny 
kind friends know one little thing about.” 

He rose and fetched an atlas. 

It s in France. You sec the advantage of that, Corinne? It’s 
die one country into wliich a convict escaped from Cayenne dare not 
follow you, even if, instead of your thirty pounds and your few jewels, 
he Iiad the Bank of England in his pocket.” 

” Oh! ” said Corinne, clasping her hands together. “ You would 
lend it—just for a time? *’ 

Culalla opened his atlas and placed it on a stool in front of the two 
girls. He pointed to the Province of Provence. 

“ There I ” he said. ” I came upon the house by accident when I 
was motoring to Cannes. It’s just across the river from Avignon, its 
tiny park runs down to die RJionc. It is perfeedy furnished in the 
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Empire style. ! bought it just as it stood, lock, stock and barrel, 
four years ago, and I have slept ut it, I think, for a couple of 
nights." 

He added a few details. There were a man and his wife in the 
lodge at the gates of the park, who would look after them until they 
secured sen’ants in Avignon. Meanwhile, he himself would stir up 
all his interests and friends in France to secure that the authorities 
should move for the extradition of Archie Clutter. 

" You sec. there wouldn’t be a new trial. Evidence of his con¬ 
viction .at Grenoble, his escape and his identification—it wouldn’t 
occupy more th.in a dozen lines in a newspaper. It would be a 
formality. As soon as that is done—a few weeks, for I have got 
influence in France—you can come back.” 

The two girls accepted his offer with enthusiasm. 

" Very well," said Culalla. “ Now the essential thing is that you 
should go at once, and go very secretly.” 

But Ari.tdnc was the quickest to perceive a way of fulfilling those 
conditions. The first treasure hunt was fixed for that night. She 
would pick up Corinne, as indeed it had already been arranged that 
she should do, after her dance at the club. She would drive her to the 
rendezvous in Poriman Square. She would keep in the pack of cars 
for a while, and at the first opportunity she would branch off for the 
Dover road. 

" That’s splendid! " Culalla exclaimed. He himself was getting 
excited over this plan of escape. He rang the bell for his butler, and 
had the Southern Railway Guide brought to him, and feverishly 
looked up the Continental services. 

" Yes, you can c.itch the ten o’clock boat to-mofrow morning from 
Folkestone to Boulogne.’’ 

" And Ariadne’s car? ” Coriiuic asked. 

‘‘ Take it with you! Why hurry once you arc across? Why not 
motor to Avignon ? In this weather what could you do that is more 
attractive? " 

Ariadne sprang at the idea. It altered the whole spirit of the affair 
for her. It turned a desperate flight into a lively cscap.adc. The 
roads of France, its avenues of trees still green, die little towns, the 
little inns, perhaps a circus at night in the market-place—Ariadne 
clapped her hands. 

“ That’s the life for me," she cried, and stopped, rather annoyeff 
with herself. For it had suddenly occurred to her that for the full 


200 



enjoyment of that run, she would have liked yet a third person to hear 
them company. 

Corinne was doubtful upon one point. 

Ariadne can stow her luggage aw.ay in her car before she starts 
from home,” she said. ” But I am likely to be watched. 1 packed a 
suit-case this morning and took it to the club, for I could not sleep in 
that house again; but if the commissionaire is seen to be putting it 
into Ariadne’s car-” 

Yes, that wouldn’t do,” Culalla interrupted. He lit a fresh cigar 
whilst he pondered over that problem. Yes, if ilicsc two girls were 
seal to be escaping, there would be made a desperate attempt to stop 
them. Archie Clutter and his kind were bound to have weapons and 
would use them. 

1 ve got it,” he said in a moment. ” You’ll have to go home, 
Corinne, this afternoon. What do you usually do when you arc 
dancing? ” 

Cormne’s face had fallen, but she answered: 

I usually get home at h.-ilf-p-ast five, rest for a couple of hours, cat 
a light dinner, and then go on to where I am dancing.” 

Culalla nodded. 

“lam afraid you must do that tliis afternoon. You’ll be quite safe, 
of course. It will be daylight. Besides, you’ll want to arrange with 
your servants. You had better get them out of the house to-morrow 
morning. Meanwhile, if you’ll give me a note to the sccrctar)’ or the 
commissionaire, J’U send up my m.in to fetch your luggage. Clutter 
can hardly watch your house and the club and you, too, into the 
bargain.” 

Thus, then, it was arranged. Culalla’s servant was to fetch 
Corinne t suit-case, travel by the evening train wiili it to Folkestone, 
order them rooms in the hotel on the pier, be on hand when they 
arrived at three in the morning, put the car on board the steamer, 
and see them off. 

You have passports, both of you ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes," they replied. 

Very well. I’ll send a telegram to-morrow morning, as soon as I 
hear from you at Boulogne, to make sure that the house shall be ready 
for you,” he said. “ The Villa Laure, Villcncuve-les-Avignon. 
That’s the address.” 

And from the Villa Laure at Villcneuve-lc$-Avignon a letter reached 
Strickland a week afterwards. 


201 



CHAPTER XXin 


COUCHER (GEORGE) 

Strickland licarJ the history of the Hight to Prance later in the day 
from Lord Culall.i, to whom Ariadne commended him. Her letter 
contained onlv the briefest epitome. She was more concerned to 
take up the t.tlc at Boulogne and recount the journey through France, 
in which her gipsy soul liad fairly revelled. Strickland seemed to 
hear her cry " Ouf! ” dr.uv a long breath, and shake a world of 
boredom oft'hcr shm shoulders. The two fugitives had slept the first 
night at St. Ciennain-cn-Laye, and pushing on betimes the next 
morning they had t.iken their breakfast at Fontainebleau in the garden 
of the famous hotel with the red awiiings, in front of the Castle gates. 
They reached Moulins that evening and found a circus in lull blast, 
a proper circus with broad-backed horses and tissue-paper hoops and 
sylphs who jumped tlirough them, and a clown—divine ! Ariadne 
lost her heart to him—and a scroll" man to whom Ariadne would have 
lost her heart if she had not already lost it to the clown, and a lady in 
a silk hat and a tailored riding outfit who did the hautc-^cole on a 
brindled steed. On the tliird day tlicy ran through Ro.mne and 
Valence and Orange, and at sunset came to the City of the Popes, 
with its barrack of a palace frowning on the Rlionc. They had slept 
a night at the Hotel de TEurope, and recrossing the next morning the 
long bridge across the river, liad driven for two kilometres along the 
b.mk to the Villa Laurc. 

As to the villa itself, it had no doubt its advantages until this 
troublesome business was at an end. But there was no village near, 
consequently no circus, and not even an csiaminct. There were no 
servants to be obtained in the neighbourhood, and, indeed, if there 
had been, for so short a stay it was hardly worth wliilc seeking to 
obtain them. Nor did it matter, for the wife of tlic gardener at the 
lodge kept the place like a new pin and cooked admirably besides. 

“ The days will be splendid here. The park is just a huge meadow 
studded with trees where catdc feed. There is a shrubbery and a 
garden at the end of the house and a terrace overlooking the Rlionc, 
which flows not a hundred yards away from the windows.” 

Yes, die days passed easily enough, but Ariadne found the nights 
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overlong. That was clc.ar. The house was buUt towards the far end 
of the park. Half a mile separated it from tlic lodge ^ind the gates; 
and where Ariadne was bored by die loneliness, Ccrinnc was frightened 
by it. As soon as darkness came, therefore, they retired upstairs to 
the pnvatc suite of rooms upon the first Hoor arr.tngcd for the owners 
and locked dienisclvcs away from the rest of the empty house until 
the morning. It was .all wonderfully peacetul, of course. Tile hush 
of the nights was not so much a negation ot sound .as an activity ol 
silence. You could hear the cattle cropping the gr.vss far away in the 
darkness of the park. But—but, Strickland was sure that Ariadne 
would once more cry “ Ouf! ” draw a long breath, and sh.ikc a world 
ofbotedom offher shoulders, wlien die two gentlemen ot Cayenne 
had returned to their normal duties. 

Strickland at this point reflected with some amusement that 
probably Corinne was by now wearing a little thin. As a sparkling 
firefly, she was exquisite; as a soliury comp.uiion, she was likely to 
fall short of the requirements. He was contented wuli her, however, 
for one reason. She was still atraiJ, and so brought about their early 
retirement to that upstairs suite. Even so, Strickland disliked intensely 
the picture which the letter evoked—the two girls barrioded in a 
comer of an cmpt>' house set in a lonely park. It was .\ creepy 
business. Somcdiing ought to be done about it. He turned back 
to the letter, and dicrc in the last few lines was the suggestion that he 
himselfshouldgoand sec about it. “ What an amazing comcidencc !” 
he said to himself. 

*' There is no reason why you shouldn’t come.” she wrote meekly, 
and Strickland had little difficulty in interpreting that sentence. 
Julian Ransomc had put an end to the ill-assorted arrangement. 
T/k Callaitt Adventure w.is never, after all, to put out to sea. 

” It’s all wrong,” Strickland said to himself, and tried dc'spcraicly 
hard to be sorry. '* Twenty-one should inarr)’ rwcnty-ninc. 
However-” 

He resumed his perusal of Ariadne’s letter; and found those tew 
lines extremely intriguing. The invitation was written in the same 
meek, almost hesitating, note which was so utterly alien from her 
ordinary mood. As a rule she would have claimed liis presence, 
probably on a post card, and not greatly bothered her head whether it 
suited his convenience or not. Now she suggested his coming with a 
constraint and awkwardness which were familiar to him just because 
he and she had experienced them once before—on die morning when 
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they had driven doNvn the Portsmouth road to PJplcy. Was this 
shyness in his favour or to his disadvantage? He could not but ask 
himself that question. Was it a manoeuvre in that much-written- 
about battle benveen sex and sex? Or was it an old-fashioned 
lavcndcr-sccntcd notion that what she was willing to give he must 
not be too crudely pron^pted to ask? He came to the conclusion that 
only in Avignon could tliat question be answered. 

Mc.anwhilo he chased Lord Culalla over the telephone from address 
to address, and ran him to earth in tlie house at Kew. 

“ I thought that I might hear from you about this time,” said 
Ciilall .1 with a laugh. ” Will you come out here and lunch to-day 
at half-past one? ” 

Yes. 

Culalla added some instructions as to the route and rang off. 
Strickland gave an order to his servant to pack a couple of suit-eases. 
‘‘ I shall probably be going off to the South of France.” 

” You will take me with you, sir? ” asked the man. 

” I think not, Soames,” he said. •' Not this time.” 

He w.intcd no gossip to follow upon his departure, and liis visit to 
Peacock Farm had quite poisoned his mind. He could not have his 
coat and hat taken from him by a footman in the hall of any house 
witliout wondering whether tliat man, too, did not assist Caroline 
Beagham to hear things in Mayfair. He spent die rest of the 
morning collecting money and letters of credit at his bank, making 
sure that his passport was in order and copying out at his club a list 
of trains to the Continent. Then he ran down in his car to Kew, 
and was disappointed to find a medley of a dozen people beside his 
host. Cuhlla came forward. 

” I had an opportunity of meeting you for a few moments at the 
Choral Benevolent Dinner,” he said cordially in his ringing metallic 
voice. “ You were very generous to me, 1 remember. We will 
talk after luncheon. Meanwhile I have a question I would like to ask 
you,” and he had led die way into the dining-room. 

Strickland was to be set an examinadou paper. He remembered 
Cowcher (George) writing upon that habit of Culalla’s to Caroline 
Beagham. And his thoughts switched into a speculation as to 
which of these four men waiting at the table was Cowcher 
(George). He would like to know him by sight so that he might 
never engage anyone even faindy resembling him. He was not given 
time, however, to make any dose obscp/arion. He was seated just 
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on* place away from Cglalla, and the first course was hardly scr\’cd 
when Ills thesis was sec to Ixim. 

“ You have been in Burma, Colonel Stnckland, Ariadne tells me," 
and somewhere behind him a plate clattered upon the floor. “ That’s 
Cowcher (George),” Stnckland said to himself, but his m.mners 
forbade him to turn. 

“ Yes,” he answered. 

” Then I should like to have your views with reference to the 
mcntaliry of Europeans in the East who become Buddhist monks.” 

Strickland looked round at his fellow-guests for help. Every eye 
was averted from liim. They had all passed through the same ordeal 
and might at any moment be expected to undergo another. It was 
Strickland’s turn, and he must speak up to the best of his ability. 

” It’s rather a large subject,” he murmured. 

” It is, indeed. So take your time, Colonel Strickland! Cowcher, 
some champagne for Colonel Strickland.” 

At last Strickland saw Caroluic’s correspondent—a fat, placid, 
sucty man with large smooth checks, small eyes and a b.ild he.id. He 
filled Strickland’s glass with a steady Iiand, just as, no doubt, he had 
filled Corinne’s on that night when she lud sprung hysterically to her 
feet and uttered her damnable admission. She may have been 
sitting on litis very chair. The windows stood open then as now. 
Only the lawn was warm with sunlight and noisy with birds now 
instead of quiet under the moon, and the river ran flashing in gold 
instead of shining in silver. Strickland found it a little diflicult to 
concentrate upon lus theme, but he happened to know of one case to 
the point, and so passed his examination with honours. 

The rest of that company drifted off when luncheon was over, 
some to coffee upon the lawn, others upon their various occasions. 
Strickland was left alone at the table with Culalia, and moved up to 
his side. 

** Yes, we’ll have our coffee and cigars here, Cowcher,” said 
Culalia, and as soon as they were alone : ” I know that you will be 
anxious Co hear all that I have to cell you about our charming fugitives, 
Colonel Strickland.” 

*' 1 heard from Ariadne this morning enough to inform me how 
much her fiiends owe to you. Lord Culalia. But I know no details 
of their flight. ” 

Culalia supplied them in their order until the story was complete. 

” So there the two girls are in the Villa Laure, as safe as canaries in 
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A CAgC.” he ^.lid with a smjlc as he puslicd .the decanter of liqucdr 
brandy towards his visitor. “ But that’s not all, of course, that 
been done. There’s the other side of the affair.’ 

“ Archie Clutter,” said Strickhnid. 

” Yes, Archie Clutter and his little friend Hospcl Rousseneq. 
There were two steps to be taken. First, to persuade the French to 
apply for their arrest .iiul extradition; then to locate and keep a watch 
on the men themselves. For the first \ set to work throutth influential 
friends of mine in Paris, and I can assure you at once that there’s no 
difficulty there. That part of the scheme will go through. Mean- 
wiule 1 put some watch-dogs of my own on the two gcntlenten of 
Cayenne, who were found to be living at a little foreign restaurant in 
Soho. Their mosements were interesting. The day after Clutter 
paid his visit to Corinne they each bought a new outfit at a misfit 
shop in Bedford Street, Strand—clothes, shirts, collars, underclothes, 
hats, sticks, gloves and suit-eases—the whole equipment of a man 
going upon his travels and tr.ivclling light. The next day, dressed 
out in their new clothes, they set out to sell Corinne’s jcsvcllcry. 
They had some little difficulty over that. But in the end they 
succeeded. They sold the lot—the emerald ring, the diamond 
sunburst ear-rings and all—in a coffee-shop in Hatton Garden, and 
they got a fair price, considering the suspicious character of the sale. 
Over two hundred pounds. The night after. Clutter paid his second 
visit to the house in South Audlcy Street and found the house locked 
and empty. Tlicn little HospcI Rousseneq trailed you for a day.” 

” Me? ” exclaimed Strickland in surprise. 

” Yes. It’s clear that they guessed Corinne had given their pretty 
pl.m away to Ariadne, and they hoped, no doubt, you would lead 
tlicm to tlic place where the two girls had taken cover. Rousseneq 
never lost siglit of your movements the whole day.” 

” What day was tliat? ” Strickland asked curiously. 

” Three days ago. To-day’s Thursday. It was Monday.” 

, Strickhind recalled his doings throughout that d.ay. They had 
been quite commonplace—his club, a luncheon-party, an afternoon at 
Ranclagh, then a dinner and a theatre. But it was uncomfortable to 
know tliat someone had trod at his heels throughout all those hours 
and th. 1 t he had never once suspected it. 

"Well?" 

“ The next day, Tuesday, they lunched together m an Italian 
rcstaur.mt in Fridi Street, and sat over tlicir coffee and for a long time 
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af'crwards, looking vcr>' dejected and talking very earnestly. Tlicy 
niuit have realised then that the game was up, the Clutter money 
scattered to tlie winds, and all their hopes smashed.’* 

Strickland nodded. After a moment of silence he said, sinkmg 
down in his chair and pulling out the smoke of his cigar : 

“ You know, if only Clutter hadn't mvented his vile plan of 
kidnapping Ariadne, 1 should feel damned sorry for him. 

Culalla’s face lit up with a smile. 

“ So should I. He certainly has had the baby to hold all his life, 
hasn’t he? But there it is. He has been turned into a wild beast of 
the jungle, with all the cunning of a wild beast as well as its ferocin-. 
And when wild beasts come out of the jungle into the towns, tlicy 
have got to be put into cages, haven’t they? 

" Yes,” Strickland agreed, but stdl with a trifle of reluctance. 

Lord Culaila leaned forsv.ard and touched him on tlic .irm. 

” You know, you made the great mistake,” he said very quietly. 
” For yourself, for Ariadne, for Archie Clutter, too. Th.it night 
behind Mogok, when you had Clutter at the end of your rillc, you 
should have pulled the trigger.” 

Strickland sat up and brought his fist down upon the table. 

” To whom do you say that? ” he cried. ” Don’t 1 know it? 1 
have been regretting my folly ever since. But I didn’t! No, I 
didn’t! No, I didn’t! So Clutter and his friend must go back to 
Cayenne.” 

” Yes.” 

” And as soon as possible. For I gather dial die simple life in 
Provence isn’t running very smoothly.” 

Culaila moved a litdc uneasily. 

“ Yes, well, we shan’t keep tlicm penned up there for very long, 
he said. 

The confidence had gone from his voice, however. He was not 
accustomed to rebuffs, even of a temporary kind; still less had he the 
habit of acknowledging them. He was now therefore in a galling 
position which he had foreseen and avoided until this moment. 
Strickland looked at him anxiously. 

“ I thought you told me the French would act,” he said. 

” So they will. But Clutter and Roussciicq have after all slipped 
through our fingers.” 

” What? ” 

Strickland’s cry held so much of consternation that Culaila was 
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quite taken by surprise. He had guessed accurately raough tli^ 
Strickland loved Ariadne, but there seemed to hina to be no rcason^r 
so great a pother in this set-back. After all, it only meant delay/ 

“ We shall pick them up again pretty quickly, never fear, Colonel 
Strickland,” he said in sootlung tones. “ We only lost tou^h with 
tliem yesterday.” 

Yesterday? ” 

“ Yes." 

” In the morning? ” 

” To be precise, the last time Clutter was seen was at half-past 
eleven. He was lost in die great stores in Oxford Street. You know 
what .1 crowd there is thronging the aisles at that hour. Hospcl 
Rousseneq got away about die same time in the tube station at 
Piccadilly Circus.” 

” They had planned, then, to get away from you? ” 

Strickland was not looking at his host. His eyes, indeed, were 
ranging over the table-cloth, held for a second by this or that trivial 
article, a glittering fork, a gkass which caught die light. When he 
spoke his voice was quite toneless. But his very manner of indiffer¬ 
ence conveyed to Culalla an impression of acute distress more clearly 
than a torrent of words. 

" Yes. They had discovered they were under surveillance. So 
they made a bolt for some other burrow. I haven’t a doubt of it.” 

” I wish I hadn’t,” said Strickland. 

For a week he had been going about with a mind at ease in a smiling 
world. Now a pit black with menaces and horrors was opening at 
his feet. He edged liis chair a litdc closer to Culalla’s and lowered his 
voice. 

"Which of your servants was it,” he asked, " who collected 
Corinne’s suit-case at die ' Noughts and Crosses’ Club on die morning 
after Archie Clutter’s visit? ” 


Culalla, without any premeditation, lowered his voice to the pilch of 
Strickland’s. 

" Cowclier,” he answered. 

“ Was it Cowdier, too, who took that luggage to Folkestone, met 
the two girls at three in the morning at the door of the hotel, put die 
motor-car on board the steamer, and saw the travellers off? ” 

Yes. 


Culalla’s surprise at the questions turned into anxiety, 
he added, " Cowclicr’s invaluable in that kind of work.” 
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“ No doubt,” said Strickland in the same even voice. ” Did be 
know, too, to what place the ladies were travelling? ” 

“Let me think for a moment”; and after a moment; " Yes, 
he knew, I sent him to the post office with a telegram addressed to 
the lodge-kcepier at tlic Villa Laure.” 

” Exactly,” said Strickland. 

He ran a finger vaguely backwards and lorwards along the edge 
of the table-cloth, and then he asked a final question, so unexpected 
that Culalla wondered for a second whetiier his visitor liad gone mad. 

“ Did you know that his Christi.in name was George ? Cowcher ” 
—and he traced a couple of brackets with his fingers on the cloth 
—"(George)?" ^ ' 

" No, upon my soul, I didn’t know that,” cried Culall.i, .md at that 
moment he learned that Strickland was not indeed mad or hovering. 
For Strickland raised his face for the first time since he had begun to 
ask questions. It was as white as the table-cloth with which he had 
been playing and his eyes were heavy witli pain. He took out liis 
w’atch and consulted the dial. 

“ I'll tell you where Clutter and Rousseneq arc at tltis minute of 
time. It is five minutes past three. They arc in .a Rapidc which in 
slowing down as it approaches Lyons.” 

Culalla stared open-mouthed at his visitor. Not for years had lie 
been so disconcerted. His head was in a whirl. He had been so 
confident in dispatching those tsvo fugitives to his retreat in Provence. 
He had been so pleased that Ariadne’s beauty should grace it for a little 
while and leave perhaps some fragrance of her to linger in tlic rooms. 
He had been so sure that she would be happy there, all the more sure 
because it was only a house in a dream to him, that house which each 
man selects as his heart’s desire, so long as he never puts his licart’s 
desire to the test and proceeds actually to dwell in it. Now Strick¬ 
land was telling him in so many words that he had sent Ariadne 
running towards a trap. And Cowcher! The invaluable Cowcher! 
How could he, the composite portrait of all the butlen who ever were, 
be the colleague of convicts and assassins? 

" It’s impossible! ” he said, keeping still to that low voice wlvich 
Strickland’s example prescribed. " Cowcher isn’t the man to stand 
in with Archie Clutter." 

"I agree," said Strickland grimly. "Stand in? No. Archie 
Clutter would see to that. But-" 

He broke off, and pointing to a bell-button set in enamel which 
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srood on the tabic at Lord Ctilalla’s elbow, he dropped lus 
lower. 

“ Where docs that bell ring? ” 

“ In the butler’s p.intr)’,” Lord Ciilalla whispered back. 

“ Near this room? ” 

“ No, at tlic otlicr end of tltc hovisc.” 

“ Good! We will see now. Will you be good enough to ring 
that bell and tell Cowchcr, when he comes, to bring me a glass of 
water.” 

Culalla rang the bell at once. Strickland raised a forefinger for 
silence and both men strained their cars to listen. 

But the bell was not answered at all. 

” You see? ” continued Strickl.md. “ Cowchcr never heard that 
bell ring in his pantry on the other side of the house, because he’s 
standing in mortal terror outside this door here with his car to the 
panel to overhear us. I must tell you about Cowchcr (George).” 

Strickland could no longer respect the credit of Caroline Bcagham, 
or even the happiness of Judy. He could not keep his promise to 
Angus Trevor. Life and dcadi were in the balance now. Ariadne 
was in peril. The two wild beasts of the jungle were hunting. 
What might not happen in the Villa Laurc set apart in its sequestered 
park? He told to Lord Culalla in a low voice the story of his visit 
to Peacock Farm, of the theft of Cowchcr’s letter, of its contents as 
revealed in the copy. 

” There’s little doubt in my mind tliat Clutter and Rousseneq were 
the thieves. The footprints they left in the mould tinder the window 
bear me out. Serving as waiters they were certain to come across 
some discharged private servants who were clients of Caroline 
Beagham. No doubt Archie Clutter knew that Corinne supped with 
you on the night when Elizabeth Clutter died. It was worth while 
spending a night in finding out whether Cowchcr sent any details 
of that supper-party—worth while to anyone, but especially worth 
while to the man who had worked his passage across half the world to 
come up witli Maung H’la at the ruby mines. And if Cowchcr had, 
why Cowcher belonged to them.” 

That’s true,” Culalla agreed. ” But—Cowchcr! ” and in exas¬ 
peration he rang the bell again, and yet a third time. 

Both men were listening, even holding their breath that they might 
listen the better. They heard an urgent whispering in the corridor 
outside the door. Someone had come from the servants’ quarters to 
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wara Cowcher that he was wanted. A pause followed, then came a 
distant cough (Cowchcr’s) needlessly louil, and a Iica%w tread 
(Cowchcr's) needlessly heavy. In stratagems Cowcher (George) 
w'ould hardly have passed the children’s standard. He entered rhe 
room sedately. 

“ You rang, my lord? ” 

*' Yes. Will you please give Colonel Strickland a glass of water? ” 

“ Certainly, my lord.” 

Cowcher took a salver from the sideboard in his left hand and 
placed upon it a tumbler. In his right hand he took a beautiful glass 
jug with a glint of grey lead in its composition. Strickland took the 
tumbler from the salver. Cowcher filled it from the jug. 

“ I rang for you more than once, Cowcher,” suddenly said Lord 
Culalla in his most brisk and metallic voice. 

” I very much regret it, my lord,” said Cowcher. ” I was nor at 
die moment within hearing of the bell.” 

“ That, mdeed, seems to be indicated,” s.iid his lordship pleasantly. 

Cowcher looked about the table. He could see nothing now 
missing which gentlemen usually require at this hour. 

” Do you require me any more, my lord? ” 

“ Yes,” said Lord Culalla. He looked at the jug which Cowcher 
was still holding. ” That glass is Waterford, Cowcher. I think you 
had better put it safely down upon die table before I go on. You 
might otiicrwisc drop it.” 

Cowtlicr’s face w.as not one of those which reward the student of 
human nature with lucid expressions of emotions. But even behind 
the screen of that thick, pale flesh, a stir of uneasiness was visible now. 
His little eyes were anxious. He seemed to be saying to himself, 
“This is not a promising beginning. No! Nobody in the world 
could say that.” He stepped forward and placed the Waterford jug 
upon the rablc. 

" Yes, my lord.” 

His lordsliip was brutally direct, knowing his man. 

‘ You wrote an account of an event which took place in this room 
to a Mrs. Caroline Dcagham and you were paid for it.” 

" I did, my lord? ” Cowcher stammered. 

” Yes. That letter was stolen. What communication have you 
had during the last three days with the man who stole it? ” 

There were certain openings for Cowcher. He might, for instance, 
have flady denied that he had ever sent a letter to Mrs. Bcagham. 
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Since he was certain to be dismissed he might even have said, “ Go to 
Hell! ’’ He might possibly have gone a step farther and inquired 
politely of his lordship whether his lordship would like a picturesque 
narrative of die event in question to appear in the Press. But all these 
expedients stipulated some combative element in the character of the 
naan, and Cowchcr (George) was no fighter. He shook and stam¬ 
mered, and tlicn did what, to Strickland at all events, was a disgusting 
tiling. He cried. Two great tears plumped on to his fat cheeks. 
They were followed by others. Cowchcr suddenly dropped upon 
his knees, clasped his hands and extended them appealingly to his 
master. Nothing is more curious to note than how often die derided 
stock gestures of melodrama actually repeat themselves in the scenes 
of real distress. Cowchcr had not a thought of acting. His checks 
shook .md, sobbing and swallowing, he poured out his confession. He 
’adn't meant any 'arm, my lord! . . . Yes, he ’ad written a letter 
. . . he would willingly bite out his tongue, if he could’avc that letter 
back unposted. But temptation came in Cowcher’s way. Ah, 
temptation! What a terrible tiling, my lord, for poor people—All 
diis morning lie had felt something brooding over the ’ouse, he ’ad, 
my lord. 

Culalla was the last man to whom such sentimental pleas would 
appeal. 

“ Cut that out! ” he said, and his words were like the clang of iron 
upon iron. “ Come to the point! ” 

Cowchcr admitted that a man had written to him saying that he 
was in possession of the letter. 

'* Name? " asked Culalla. 

“ He signed himself ‘John the Hangman,’ ” said Cowchcr 
lamentably. 

“ When did you get the letter? ” 

" I received it by the first post, yesterday, my lord.” 

Culalla looked across the comer of die table to Colonel Strickland. 

“ Written after their long confabulation in the Italian rcsuuranc on 
the Tuesday afternoon,” he said, and he turned back to the kneeling 
Cowchcr. 

” What did ‘John the Hangman * say? " 

” I was told to meet him at a certain place, my lord, at eleven- 
thirty that morning.” 

“ And you did? ” 

*' Yes, my lord. I waited ten minutes and he came.” 



“ Describe him! ” 

Cowcher, for the purposes of liis correspondence with Caroline 
Beagham, had aetjuired observation and a rough capacity’ to express 
what he saw. He left no doubt in the minds of his auditors that John 
the Hangman was Archie Clutter. “Jolm the Hangman.” in 
addition, was the name which Archie Clutter would have chosen. 
It was alarming and it suited his particular form of humour. 

‘‘ Where did you meet him? ” Culalla rasped out. 

” My lord, in the Chapel of Rest on the Dayswater Road ” 

“What!” 

Culalia was suddenly provoked out of hu sledgehammer calm into 
violence. He glared at Cowcher savagely. To Strickland, who was 
quite at a loss to undersLmd why so small a detail as the .ictu.d 
meeting-place should so affect him. he appeared a man shocked .and 
outraged. But Culalla was a curious blend of a man. In and out 
amongst those practical activities wliich bad amassed for him 
millions, iridescent threads were always weaving hitn dre.ims. There 
was a side of him wliich was quite contciiiplative, and it had made iiim 
acquainted with the unobtrusive little red chapel, which stands back 
at the end of a stone-flagged path so near to the roar of the Marble 
Arch. He had turned aside from the hot turmoil of the day into that 
place of quietude, often and often ; and sitting in one of its tiny pews 
had looked upon its painted walls, and bathed his soul for a little while 
in a poo! of shadows and peace. Now these nvo men h.ad defiled 
it for him, so chat it would be a closed door always in the future. For 
he would see there always Arcliic Clutter and his butler, the wild 
beast and the craven, preparing harm and setting evil afoot. 

What did you tell him? ” Lord Culalla asked. 

He threatened me, my lord. He would send you a copy of the 
letter-" 

What did you tell him? Answer! ” 

Cowchcr’s tears rained down his face. 

III told him where the young ladies had gone.” 

Avignon? Strickland interrupted with just a gleam of hope that 
the butler’s betrayals had stopped there. 

No, sir. The Villa Laure, a few kilometres from Avignon.” 
Strickland leaned back in his chair with an exclamation of 
disgust.^ Whatever harm to those two girb Cowcher could do in liis 

cowardice, he had done. Culalla, however, had still a question 
for him. 
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“ I want to get a little more light on the mentality of this man 
Clutter, if I can,” he said. ” Did he let you go thus, Cowcherr ” 

” No, my lord! He didn’t exactly let me go. But he was sort 
of took, like a man who ’as ’ad a stroke.” All Cowchcr’s carefully 
treasured aspirates had gone bv the bo.ird. He could not carry that 
luxury-cargo on his voyage ot affliction. His native accent winged 
his words. ” He sat there and never moved muscle or limb, except 
iwicst when ’c shivered tremendously. It was somctiiink orful to 
see ’im. Once I spoke to ’im. I said, ‘ Now I must be getting along,’ 
or words like that. But ’c didn’t ’car—’e didn’t even see me go. 1 
left ’im there, a broken man.” 

Cowchcr was making the most of Archie Clutter’s disappointment. 
He liad almost a conviction that he himsch had de.dt the fellow un¬ 
consciously a stunning blow. In a little while he would probably 
have felt injured by tlie treatment of his employer. Lord Culalla, 
however, did not give him that little wliile. 

“Get up! Pack I Go!” lie said. “You must be out of the 
house in an liour.” 

The tone of the metallic voice was final. Cowchcr rose from lus 
knees and sniffed his way out of the dining-room without another 
word. He went out of the thouglits of the two men he left there at 
tlic same time. They looked at one another in consternation. 
Culalla was the first to break the silence. 

“ I am humiliated beyond words,” he said in contrition. “ I 
thouglit that 1 was doing so clever a thing.” He caught suddenly at 
an argument. “ But we mustn’t forget, my dear fellow,” and to 
point the hopeful consideration, he hitched his chair forward— 
“ No, we musm’t forget that, although it’s very likely’ tliosc nvo men, 
their minds unbalanced and all their dreams of wealth and ease at an 
end, might risk everything on a rush through France with the chance 
of a profit after all, and tlic certainty of a revenge at the end of their 
journey, they would still have to have passports.” 

Strickland laughed harshly. 

“ So Corinne said. She seemed to amuse Archie Clutter by saying 
it. Didn’t she tell you his answ’ct ? Archie understood that innocent 
people going upon their holidays did have some difficulty over pass¬ 
ports, but not people like himself and his little friend. And, by God, 
he was right, too,” Strickland flashed out with a thump of his fist, 
upon the table. “ Every crook who wants to swindle you with a- 
non-existent oil share, every propag.mJist from Moscow who wants 
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to mukc a little more dirt in Glasgow—OS yes, iScy can slip in and 
out, and the Government’s quite pained it a Member of Parliament 
asks a question about it. But you and I, and the Smiths of Surbiton 
when we want to go abroad, we have to go on our knees to our o\\^l 
servants at the Passport Office, and tell them actually why we want 
to go abroad, before we are condcsccndmgly granted permission. 
The damned impertinence of it! ” 

He recovered control of himselt with a jerk and rising abruptly 
from his chair went over to the window. To-night tlic Rhone 
would be flowmg past the park of the Villa Laure, just as the Thames 
would be flowing here and w.is flowmg on that fatal night when 
Corinne sprang to her feet in this room—eddies of molten silver and 
ripples of gold and the music of running water. Would those two 
men be stealing across die park? They would reach Avignon at 
half-past seven, if the train ran true. He sent up a prayer as he stood 
m the window looking out upon the trim lawm. fortunately the 
nights were short—about midnight the moon would rise. Evening 
would shade through silver to the dawn. There would be no real 
darkness. It was the bad season for the wild beasts. He fell to 
calculating times and distances. As he calculated ihc cloud lifted a 
little from his face. He spoke to Culalla m the room behind him 
without turning his head; working out his problem slowly. 

“ I was wrong in thinking Clutter would reach Avignon to-night. 
Let us say that he left the Chapel of Rest at midday yesterday, 
midday at the earliest. He would go thence to some secret ren¬ 
dezvous where he would meet Hospcl Rousseneq. They would 
lunch together and tliey would not lunch quickly. Remember that 
they had had a knock-down blow! Tliai’s clear enough from 
Cowchcr’s description of the Archie Clutter he left sitting in the 
Chapel of Rest, a giant in granite, his cars shut to sounds, who once 
or twice shivered. He had expected to hear tliat Ariadne and 
Corinne were somewhere in London, or in England at all events. 
No, they were in France. No wonder Clutter shivered. He and 
Rousseneq would Ixavc to take stock of their money, to talk over new 
plans, to decide upon one of them. I can see this desperate idea of a 
swift rush to France, a pounce upon tlicir victims, creeping into their 
talk, always rejected, always returning. Many a Frenchman in the 
same case has slunk back into France and died there an old man at 
liberty. Instances would be quoted. In the end—for there’s no 
altemarivc—they accept the risk. They’ll go. Yes, but they wouldn’t 
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travel by a iiiglit service. Too few passengers. They must travel 
when the passenger traffic is at its busiest, the decks of the steamers 
black and passports stamped without a glance.” 

” By the one o’clock boat then from Dover to C.ilais,” Culalla 
interposed. " Yes, I think that’s probable.” 

” I think it’s certain,” continued Strickland. " Clutter has shown a 
queer patience all through, hasn’t he? That’s what makes liim so 
formiclible. He knows how to keep the fires of his hatred banked. 
He left Dover by the boat—this morning. He may be at Amiens 
at this moment. He will be in Paris to-night, at Avignon to-morrow 
morning. He has on paper the advantage of twenty-four hours over 
me. But in fact lie h.is none. For I shall travel by aeroplane and 
rc.ach Avignon to-morrow morning too.” 

Culalla drew a breath of relief. He had never re.ally doubted that 
Strickland would go, but he derived none the less some comfort from 
hearing him say so. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


TWO POINTS OF VIEW 

Irwas after five o’clock in the afternoon when Strickland left Cnlalla’s 
house at Kcw. He drove at once to the offices of the Air Company 
and hired an aeroplatic to Avignon. Thence he went to a telegraph 
office and dispatched a telegram to Lady Ariadne Feme at the Villa 
Laurc, in the following terms: 

Please move with Coriune on receipt of this telegram to the hotel at 
Avignon. Most serious and urgent. IVaii there titilil I come. John 
Strickland. 

It Was a quarter past six when he pushed tins telegram under the 
bars of the counter. It was impossible, therefore, that it could be 
delivered tliat night at a house some kilometres from the post.al town 
in the soutli of Provence. But Stnckland w.as not really troubled 
by the deby. The dispatch of the telegram was a mere precaution. 
The more he reasoned about it, the more certain he became that 
Archie Clutter and his accomplice would have travelled by the 
crowded midday service, when all was turmoil, and supervision a 
form. Arcliic Clutter coupled his ferocity witli cunning. He took 
big chances, but not small ones. He would reach Avignon to¬ 
morrow morning, and so would this telegram reach the Villa Laurc 
even if Strickbnd himself did not. Clutter would have to explore 
willi caution the neighbourhood of the villa, he would have to make 
his arrangements—for Ariadne’s reception, for insunce. He and his 
companion would probably go on to Marseilles at once. Clutter 
would have no reason to suspect tliat Cowchcr had revealed his share 
in the matter. He would take his time as he had taken it in London, 
and in Burma, so that when he struck, the blow sliould not glance. 
Strickland probably had two or three days to spare; and meanwhile 
Cublb would pull his strings in Paris. There would be a certain 
amount of inquiry there before any active steps were taken. That 
was inevitable. But on the whole, Strickland started from tlic 
Croydon aerodrome that night with a mind fairly free from appre¬ 
hension. 
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Rut a little to the north of Paris their aeroplane was in trouble 
and forced to land. Strickland caught an early suburban train into 
Paris and, driving across the city, left at nine o’clock in the morning 
by the Rapidc to Marseilles. 

In after days he had very few recollections of that journey to the 
south. A green wood with the sunlight splashing on the leaves, a 
throng of church steeples like a squadron of lancers, a spacious city of 
bridges and broad rivers. But such impressions were no more than 
reflections in a mirror which vanish altogether with the objects 
reflected. He was lulled into a trance by the roar of die train across 
the vast, flat country and the regular thud and throb of the springs 
beneath the carnage. An old image, which had once occurred to 
him, ot the affair in which he had taken so great a part recurred to 
him now. He was a man at a capstan winding in the last links of a 
chain of events which had begun many months ago for him with a 
premonition as he sat on the veranda of the Guest-House at Mogok 
under a procession of blazing stars. It was written that whatever 
finish there was to be, he should be in it. Even that day’s journey 
intoWarwickshire for which he had so bitterly reproached himself, 
was now seen to be no waste of a day at all. It fitted into the pattern 
at its proper pl.icc. He would arrive in time. He would find the 
two girls safe at the Hotel dc I’Europc in the toivn. Meanwhile his 
train was late; by half an hour at Dijon; by an hour at Valence. 

♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

That moniing Corinne had risen early. Strickland had drawn the 
right inference from Ariadne’s letter. There is no greater test to 
which friendship can be put than the test of isolation. The little 
differences of temperament, .and point of view and conduct, become 
more and more noticeable, more and more irritating. People 
drawn to one another in a company, fly apart in a solitude, unless 
each one brings enough imagination to recognise and find a value in 
the very points of difference. The friendship between Ariadne and 
Corinne within the week was already wearing thin. It had been a 
growth, bred from chivalry upon the one side and gratitude upon 
the other, of imagination on Ariadne’s part for die exquisite grace of 
Corinne’s dancing, of pride on Corinne’s that she was munbered 
amongst Ariadne’s friends. It had flowered in die hot-house atmos¬ 
phere of supper parties and dancing clubs; it flourbhed to the pop¬ 
ping of corks and the clatter of voices, but it languished quickly 
during the long evenings at the Villa Laurc. What was the whole 
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pUin flat surface of Coriru^c’s mind was just one of many facets of 
Ariadne’s. Corinne was bored stiff, to use her expression. Ariadne 
found m Avignon, its narrow streets opening into lialo open squ.ires. 
its history, its stirroundings and its people, matter to enchant her 
But they had no common experiences to talk over and get tluir fun 
out of in the evening. So Ariadne fell to rehearsing her songs with 
the help of .a piano in the boudoir of their suite; wlulst in Corinne » 
thoughts there was framed that unforgiving, resentful word, “ am.i- 
tcur.” How much vanity is assuaged in the course of a ye.ar by the 
triumph.ant use of that damning word! 

When Strickland was ascending from the Croydon aerodrome on 
the Thursday night, Ariadne rose from her piano. 

" I would like to make an excursion to-morrow to Lcs Baux, 
Corinne,” she said. 

” What in the world’s tint? ” asked Corinne. 

“ The Castle of the Troubadours. It’s a wonderful drive, I 
believe, and a place of wonderful ruins on the top of a hill when you 
rcacli it.” 

Ruins upon the top of a hill meant worse th.in nothing to Corinne. 

“ We could take our luncheon—it’s a good long way—and picnic 
on die road,” Ariadne urged. 

Corinne lit a cigarette. A railway rime-table, which she liad been 
diligently consulting, lay on die sofa beside Iicr. 

” I have got an idea,” she said. “ You go to Lcs Baux. I 
sliouldn’t appreciate it a bit. But 1 see that tlicA/f>/</<Ji/f<j puts into 
Marseilles to-morrow morning, and 1 believe I have some friends on 
board. I’ll ring up the hotel at Avignon for a motor to come out for 
me, and I’ll catch the early train.” 

Ariadne agreed without hesitation. A day apart would be a good 
thing for both of them. 

” By all means,” she said cordially. ” You c.in get back? ” 

Once more Corinne consulted the time-table. 

” Yes. But I shall be a lilde btc, I expect. Docs it matter, 
Ariadne? The local trains arc awful. 1 shouldn’t get to the house 
until nearly midnight.” 

Ariadne laughed. 

“ It doesn’t sound dreadfully late, docs it? I don’t expect 
that I shall get back until fairly late myself. I’ll wait up for 
you. 

Thus it was arranged. Corinne rang up the hotel on the telephone 
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iu ihc boudoir, ordered her car, and was downstairs die next morning 
by ciglit o’clock. 

The economy of the Villa Laurc becomes here a matter of import¬ 
ance. Denise Bochon, the wife of die lodge-keeper, was in the habit 
of arriving at the villa at half-past six in the morning. She let herself 
in with her key, lighted a fire and m.ade the coffee, and soon after 
seven took it up with some brioches to the young ladies. She then 
went about her duties in the house, took in the letters, and left the 
ladies to prepare their own baths and get themselves up. This she 
did on the morning when John Strickland left Paris by the day 
express. Corinne got up at once, ate her early breakfast as she 
dressed, knocked on Ariadne’s door, and cried: “ I am off,” listened 
to a very sleepy reply of ” Good hunting! ” and went downstairs. 
In the drawing-room, upon a table in one of die great windows 
which looked out upon the Rhone the letters were laid in a litdc 
heap. The only address which die girls had left behind diem was 
that of an office of Lord Culolla’s in the City of London, and all their 
letters were redirected from that office. But on the top of diem lay a 
telegram. 

Corinne pounced upon it. There’s nodiing so intriguing as a 
telegram when you arc clean out of die world. Corinne did not even 
tliink of reading to which of them it was addressed. It was just the 
flimsy piece of blue paper folded over and fastened at the back with a 
smear of gum. She inserted a finger and flicked it open. She read 
Strickland’s telegram: 

Please moire with Corinne on receipt of this telegram to the hotel at 

Auignon. Most serious and urgent. Wait there until I come. 

Corinne dropped into a chair. She felt sick and faint. No pre¬ 
cautions, however tiresome, were of any use, then! The words of 
the telegram needed no interpreter. Arcliic Clutter and his friend 
Roiisscncq had slipped into France, were after her, had some inkling 
certainly of where she was, may even have in dicir possession her 
actual address. A sense of utter despair stole over her. The police? 
Archie Clutter beat them at every turn. John Strickland? He 
could send a telegram. She saw herself continually in flight. Just a 
day ahead of her piinucrs, and always in terror, her wholeliody one 
sensitive nerve throbbing with it, her fiice day by day more haggard, 
her eyes more haunted. Almost she gave up, but in die tnomcnc of 
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yielding slic felt the great band close over her mouth, and the morn¬ 
ing went black before her, and the blood in her veins tximcd to ice. 

She sprang up. She must rouse Ariadne at once, and she tool: a 
step quickly towards the door. Due before she had traversed tJiat 
long drawing-room her feet were dragging; and at die door she 
stopped and came slowly back. Even if they moved into the hotel 
in the town, would dicy be safe there? Was it not one more stage 
in the chase, and nothing beyond! Somewhere Clutter would 
catch her up. What was it he was going to say? " Corinne, the 
moment has conic to be brave.” She saw him towering above her, 
his hand reaching out towards her face, an elemental, a colossal thing 
of evil . . . unless she could buy him off. 

Corinne was looking her very prettiest wh.n she came down into 
die drawing-room that morning. Her face was fresh, her brown 
eyes clear. She was wearing a coat and skirt cf crcam-colourcd kasha 
with a thin stripe of blue, a jumper of stockinette to match, a little 
bright blue hat, and stockings and shoes of the p.ilcst biscuit colour. 
No stranger but must have accounted her a girl d.iintily nurtured 
and tended, of a gay spirit and delicate, gniciiius thoughrs. Hut a 
look came into her face now which not even her maid had ever seen, 
so careful w’as she of the figure she presented to the world. Her 
frank brown eyes became secret and cunning. She looked ask.uicc; 
and a sly grin disfigured her mouth. A witch h.id waved a wand over 
her, transforming her into a creature quite sinister, and cmph.isising 
her essential ugliness by leaving her decked out in her pretty apparel. 
Hag-ridden by terror, Corinne herself was becoming terrible. 

” It’s Ariadne they want really,” her thoughts r.m. “ She means 
money. They would arrange to keep her somewhere in Marseilles. 
Just for a day or two, whilst dicy got into touch with Strickland. 
They wouldn’t harm her here. They wouhln’t want to bring the 
police on them in France. If Strickland promises to hold his tongue, 
tlicy’ll bring Ariadne to him, when he pays. They mean to kill me. 
But if they got their money, they’ll leave me alone.” 

Corinne looked at the clock as she heard the car roll up to the front 
door. It was still five minutes to eight. She smoothed out die blue 
telegram and folded it in its original shaoe, and placed it in her wrist- 
bag. She ran quickly and lightly upstairs, and put a few things for 
the night into a small bag. She could always say afterwards dut she 
had not been certain whcdier she would come back that night. She 
called dirough the door to Ariadne: ” I shall catch the last train.* 
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she pjssed into the houdoir where she and Ariadne had spent the 
evening. The railway time-table was still lying upon the couch, 
and she ojKued it and verified her memory ol the trains between 
Avignon and Marseilles. Then she ran downstairs ag.iiu with her 
b.ig in lier hand, and went out by the drawing-room window on to 
the terrace, and so round to the front. 

“ In C.1SC I miss my train back this evening,” she said with a bright 
simlc to the chauffeur as he took her bag from her and placed it in 
the car. ” The st.ition, please ! ” 

The big iron gates which gave entrance from the road into the 
park stood open for the day. That, indeed, was the necessary custom 
of tlic Villa Laure whilst Ariadne and Corinne camped out in it. 
Pierre Bochon was at work, except during the midday, either in tlic 
garden or lending a hand in the house. Denise Bochon, his wife, 
W.1S cook, housekeeper, parlour-maid and housemaid rolled into one, 
as few but French scPi'ants could be. There was therefore no one on 
duty at the lodge at all throughout die day. The gates would not be 
closed until half-past eight or so, when Denise Bochon .ind her hus¬ 
band, having like frugal people taken their dinner in the house, re¬ 
tired for the night to the lodge. Corinne, as she stood with that sly 
look upon her face, had been reckoning upon those open, unwatched 
gates. “ Ariadne ! ” she said to herself w’ith a cold little shrug of die 
shoulders as the car passed between die gates into die road. She 
thought of her practising her songs. ‘‘ After all, an amateur.” 

Corinne applauded herself for her wisdom when the train arrived 
at Marseilles. For she saw from the window of her carriage a big 
man and a little man, each one, from his Homburg hat to his brown 
shoes, an obvious tourist, and each one carr^'ing a suit-ease, which 
was neither battered nor new, descend from a first-class carriage 
aliead of hers. She took good care diat a good many other passengers 
should intervene between herself and these two ill-assorted tourists, 
but she kept them in view. She saw that they parted company as 
they approached the gates where the tickets were collected, the little 
man going first—the jungle-cat in a word preceding the tiger. 
Both, however, passed through without question, and were lost to 
her in the great ante-room of the station. She might have cried out, 
of course: '* There are two escaped convicts. Arrest them! ” 
But she was not of the stuff for such heroic measures. People would 
have thought her mad and the men would have been clear before 
any attention was given to her outcries. The sight even of the back 
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of Archie Clutter shook her and turned her bones to water, so that 
she must sit down upon a bench and rest tlierc with the station 
heaving op and down before her eyes. Clutter and liis friend had 
come right through to Marseilles. They would have their prepara¬ 
tions to make—as she had reasoned out in the drawing-room. Thev 
had the whole day in front of them. They would need to be quick, 
too. The one day would suffice tor them, and there were trains 
enough to take them back to Avignon. For herself, she had a fairly 
busy day ahead of her, too. But she did not leave the station. She 
booked a room, deposited her bag in the Terminus Hotel, and taking 
another ticket, doubled back to Nimes. 
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CHAPTER xrv 


AND A THIRD—ARIADNE’S 

AniADhiF, Ferne set out upon her excursion at a later hour. Pit-rre 
Bochon added to his multifarious duties tliat of cleaning her small 
car, and he had it ready in the little garage at the side of the house by 
ten o’clock. It was at about that hour tliat Ariadne descended from 
her room. She glanced at the few letters waiting for her on the table 
in the window. But die envelopes had not an interesting appearance 
and she slipped them all unopened inside the vellum Cover of one of 
those large illustr.iied volumes which make so fine an appearance on a 
drawing-room table. She called along the corridor to Denise : 

" You can leave me a cold supper in this room. Then you won’t 
be kept here in die evening, Denise, and I shan’t be tied to a dinner 
hour.” 

She drove otT into the high country with an exhilaration and a 
sense of lightness w'hich she had not known for a long while. She 
was glad to be alone, but it was not the mere absence of Corinne 
which was the secret of her good spirits. She could have discovered 
diat easily enough if she had wished. The mystery of a singing heart 
is never very' profound for the happy person who is blessed with it. 
But Ariadne was resolute not to pursue any such inquiry. She per¬ 
mitted herself, however, to take a careful note of the road on wliich 
she was travelling into the uplands, on the supposition diat she might 
perhaps come back that way again in a few days’ time and not alone. 

She got back to the Villa Laurc as darkness was closing in, and 
found the great iron gates of the park already shut. Pierre Bochon 
came out from his lodge and unlocked them for her at die first 
summons of her horn. 

" 1 am afraid, Pierre, that we must keep you up to-night,” she said 
with die cnchanring smile which made a gift out of an injury. 
” Mademoiselle Corinne does not reach Avignon until midnight.” 

Pierre Bochon was very willing to sit up for these ladies. They 
were mad, of course, like the rest of their nation, and their ways in¬ 
calculable, but dieir madness was pleasant and gay. Ariadne drove 
along the half-mile of avenue and open pasture to the house, left the 
car in the garage, and walked round the house to the back where the 
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chief rooim opened on to a broad terrace. Denise Bochon locked 
and bolted the front door before she left in the evening for tlic lodge, 
and, indeed, it might have been left locked and bolted throughout 
the day for all the use the two girls made of it. Ariadne stood for a 
few moments on the terrace. A flight of steps led down to a small 
bridge thrown across a sunk fence on to the pasture ground which 
sloped slowly dowTi to the RJionc. 

Ariadne watched the colours of the swift, broad river change 
from purple and orange and sparkles of gold to a cold grey as the 
last of the daylight waned. Strickland, in the house at Kew, had 
consoled himself wth die picture of a summer night which was 
hardly ever more than dusk-just the dusk of evening shading 
through the silver moonlight to the dawn. But he had forgotten in 
what a hurry eight hundred miles fardicr south night puts the cardi to 
bed. 

Darkness swooped upon the park and the villa. Stars embroidered 
it. and the faint beam of a planet shimmered on the river like a fme 
gold rod on a sheet of bkick marble. Ariadne widi a momentary 
chill turned away towards die house. It was even now not yet nine 
o clock. There were to be three hours of uncompromising night 
before the moon rose and before Corinne’s train drew up at 
Avignon. 

Ariadne opened one of the long windows into the drawing-room, 
turned on the electric light, ate her cold supper, drank with it a glass 
of-old Burgundy, made herself a cup of coffee, took a liqueur of 
Armagnac, lit a cigarette and bethought herself of her letters. She 
turned back the cover of the big v^um-bound folio, and, to her 
surprise, discovered, shuffled in amongst them, a small blue telegram. 
She held it in her hands for a moment, wondering how in the world 
die had come to overlook it. A letter, if it was in an unknown 
hand, might be neglected, but a telegram, no. There was a thrill in 
^ mere opening of any telegram. Ariadne turned it over; die 
folm were stuck together with a smear of gum. She tore it open 
md read Strickland s message, and the floor seemed to open under her 
feet. Most serious and urgent.” Not without the soundest of 
reasons would he so alarm her. And his telegram had lain twelve 
hours, more than twelve hours, she reasoned, unopened, between the 
coven of a book. 

Ariadne waked from a daze of fear to realise that the lights of the 
room were blazing through the open door on to the dark terrace— 
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All invitation. She ran to the switch of the electric light At the side 
of the big double doors iti the inner wall and turned it ofT. The 
room was in darkness, and she for the moment blinded by the swift 
transition. She stood by the door until a panel of faint light showed 
her where the glass door opened on the terrace, and a gleam here 
and tlierc of polished furniture hinted the disposition of the room. 
Then, stepping noiselessly, she crossed to the table on which stood 
the telephone apparatus. 

“ 1 must ring up the hotel and ask for help,” she said, and though 
she was luiaware of it, she spoke aloud. She removed and replaced 
the receiver twenty times; she rattled again and again the hook on 
which it hung, and no answer was returned to her. The line was 
dead. The line, then, was cut. Arcliic Clutter and his friend, then, 
were already in the park, already watching it. Ariadne found herself 
toucliing her face and covering her mouth with tltc palm of her hand ' 
—experimenting dreadfully, as she had seen Coriimc do in her 
parlour at tlic top of the house in London; and with a little sob she 
snatched her hand away again. 

She felt horribly alone in that isolated house. She had a little 
revolver, she remembered, but it was in the pocket of her motor-car 
m tlic garage, and since the two men were in the park, watching from 
some hiding-place amongst the trees, she dared not slip out and make 
a dash for it. For there was Corinne on her way from Marseilles. 
Corinne had to be tliought of, to be thought for. From die first 
moment when Ariadne recovered from the daze into which the 
shock of the telegram bad plunged her, Corinne had been in the front 
of Iier dioughts. But for Corinne, Ariadne would before now have 
slipped along the terrace, dived into the shrubbery and run the risk 
of a flight, from tree trunk to tree trunk, until she reached the 
thickets by die park wall. But she dared not; desertion was not a 
word in Ariadne’s vocabulary. The idea of it did not occur to her. 
She had not argued out in her mind a policy of inaction. It stood 
clear at once before her eyes, indisputable, the law graven upon the 
tables. Thus: 

“ If I were to creep out into the shrubberies, then along the 
bottom of die sunk fence to the screen of trees on the other, the lodge 
side of the house, I should have to cross the open park. 1 might win 
through—perhaps. I might reach the lodge. But die chances arc 
against me. If I were caught and held prisoner, Corinne would be 
delivered uito dicir hands. Corinne would drive up in a cab from 
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the station. She would pay tlio driver .m<l send liini orf' She would 
come easily into the house here without a thought of d.inger. and die 
trap would close behind her. But ii I w.iit until she coined, witli the 
window ojHrn so. I shall be at lur side before die disinuscs the c..b. 
There will be a man driving it. At a word he will turn, and dnvnv’ 
at his highest speed c.irr>- us both out of danger.’' 

Thus she reviewed the position. Of course, if Clutter aiul his 
Iricnd invaded the house before, why. then—but slie would not 
think of it. lest her heart should sicken with fear. She must take that 
nsk. It was to her mind the lesser risk than flight. Those two wild 
brutes would wait with the piticncc of brutes until both the victims 
were safely housed witliin w'alb. But there were three hours to live 
through. She h.ad a thought that even if she lived through them. 
Strickland would find a white-haired woman when he came to 
Avignon—perhaps pass her m the street unrccogm.scik 

There w.is nothing which she could do. .'. . Yes. one thing. 
Ariadne was sitting in a black corner of the room with .in oMiijuc 
view of the open door, and no view at all o( the terrace oiumJc. 
Even now her two enemies might be standing just outside, where 
she could not see tiiem, tliough her eyes never left that misty oblong, 
perfectly silent, perfectly immobile, listening, listening—Ariadne 
found the mere idea of it unendurable. She flitted across the room to 
a couch ranged against the hack wall, cx.actly opposite to the window, 
and sat there staring out into the gloom. The stretch of terrace in 
front of her was empty. 

Ariadne could see very well now. Above the low parapet the sky 
curved down beautifully with a myriad stars. She could hear the 
cattle cropping the pasture grass, the hoot of .an owl. even the bustle 
of a bird amongst the leaves of a tree, and very fir away the mfinitcly 
faint throb and whirr of some belated traveller in his car. But that 
last sound had no comfort for her cars. It did but a<ld a poignanc>' to 
her loneliness, and warn her that she was in tlie sequestered house, 
without defence or a link to bind her to a friend. 

Meanwhile the minutes were passing. She nursed no great 
illusions on that score. They were passing, as they pass in a sick-room 
for someone in pain, widi intolerable deliberation. You say au hour 
has passed, and the hands of die clock reply “ ten minutes.” Still ten 
minutes have passed, and one has not died. But the next moment a 
hand so cold clutched Ariadne’s heart that indeed she was near to it. 
Above the parapet of the terrace something black showed suddenly. 
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It was raised higher. Something white came into view, the higher 
part of a face, ajid there it stayed—oh. for an immeasurable tim^ 
Someone whose eyes she could not see was suring straight through 
the open door—at her. He must see her. he must, she thought. The 
head never turned, and gave no sign of hfe. It was like a mask set 
there to frighten her. A recollection came to her. Corimic had 
spoken of Clutter’s terrifying immobility. This was he, then! 
Staring at her witli the eyes of die beasts which see by night. Then 
slowly the head vanbhed. 

And Ariadne had not moved. Fear had come to her in her turn, 
in an unimagined shape. She felt the great hand with its fingers of 
flexible steel bruise her face. She was bound body and legs and arms 
by fear; she sat and waited what would befall her. 

She had not long to wait. A shadow at the window obscuring 
tlic stars and a fraction of a second later the shadow gone and the 
stars dancing. But the shadow was now in the room—in the same 
room with her. She could not see it. for half a dozen feet from the 
window and the opaqueness of moonless night which it let in, the 
space was black as before creation. Nor could she hear a sound. 
Yet it seemed to her that her senses were extraordinarily lucid, that 
she would have seen the merest flicker of a finger and heard the least 
vibration of the air. 

Didsheniovc? Wasitthepale brown of her frock making a misty 
blot against the dark couch on which she sat, which caught the 
intruder’s eyes? She was aware of a swift movement toWjtfds her, 
of a form which stooped over her, a form somehow familiar, of • 
voice which whispered : “ Ariadne! So 1 find you. 

And ilicn her endurance snapped. She giggled like a schoolgirl. 
The man who heard her had heard nothing so dreadful in all his hfe. 
A schoolgirl’s giggle with a catch of the breath and a sob in the middle 
of it. It was the complete expression of an overwhelming terror. 
Then she began to speak in a low chiding voice. 

“ Ariadne, my dear woman, what arc you coming to? You see 
his face on die most singular occasions. It is altogether unmaidcnly 
—and she giggled again and suddenly fell back, her hands with the 
palms upturned limp at her sides, her eyes closed. 

The man dropped at her side. Ariadne, he whispered agahi, 
and he tried to set his arm about her shoulders. But something more 
her natural strength returned to her. She pushed him away 
violently, she held him off at arm’s length, he could see the 
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strange gleam in her eyes as though in a fierce anger she warded off a 
stranger. 

‘ My dear/* he said. ** You know me. Ariadne ! ” 

'It was he who chided her now, but witli such a lovuig tenderness 
that the mere sound of lus voice brought a little quiet to her distracted 
mind. The rigid arms relaxed. She looked at him uncompre- 
hcndingly, then turned her head away and shook it in dissent, and 
so turned back to him. 

You? John Strickland?” she asked, pushing her head forward 
so that her eyes might make sure. She raised her hand tentatively 
and laid it against his check. Then she uttered a sigh and he caught 
her close within his arms. 

“You! You! John Strickland! I couldn’t believe it!” A 
small hand stole up to his shoulder and patted it, to make still more 
sure dut it was no phantom bom of her sore need which embraced 
and deluded her. “ I thought dnt 1 had raised a ghost of you, 
because 1 w-anted you so much,” and some recollection of the words 
she had spoken in diat moment of delirium came to her. With a 
litdc gasp she pressed her face against his coat. A gust of laughter 
shook her. ” I gave myself away when you stooped over me, didn’t 
I, John Strickland? she said in a sciHcd voice. ” Will you turn me 
down, too, for a hussy? ” 

” I will not,” he replied, and the laughter died away in her throat 
and she fell to shivering, but shivering in a convulsion of her ncra'cs, 
whilst little bubbles of sound broke from her lips uncontrollably. 
She might have been sitting upon some high ice-slope of die Alps 
waiting for the day to break. 

” But you arc safe, my dear,” he pleaded with her. 

” I know. It’s all that eternity of waiting alone here in the dark, 
before you came, knowing dicsc two men were outside in die 
park.” 

She Bung her arm over his shoulder and held him close, so that he 
could feel the heaving of her breast and the beat of her heart against 
his body. 

“ Why did you wait? ” 

I liad to wait. There’s Corinne.** 

“ But I sent you a telegram.” 

I only found it diis evening. It wasn’t your fault, my dear. It 
was mine. ’Tlic telegram came in time. But it was pushed amongst 
the letters. Neither Corinne nor I nodeed it.” 
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she told him of her failure that evening to connect witli tlic hotel; 
of the clioicc she had to make between the two risks—that of capture 
in the park or ot capture in tlic house. 

“ I was terrified out of iny wits. You only telegraphed that you 
were coming, not when you would come. I knew that there were 
plenty of grim slums in Marseilles where the)' could keep me for a 
year and no one would be the wiser. But I couldn’t make a dash for 
safety and leave Corinne for them, could I? Not to be thought of, 
Strickland. I had to wait, even if I died of fear.” 

She made m her turn her inquiries of him. 

” It’s wonderful that you should have come just when I needed you 
more than anything in the world. How did it liappen? ” she asked 
in a voice of wonder; and she nestled in the hollow of his arm like a 
child askiim for a fain -talc. 

“ It happened. 1 suppose,” he replied, “because God didn’t want us 
to rewrite the Scriptures and say : ‘ The wages of loyalty is death.* 
It must have happened.” 

He told her of his journey. He had reached Avignon at half-past 
eight and had a qualm of disappointment because she was not at the 
barrier. “ I explained to myself that you had taken my message very 
literally and were actually waiting in the hotel.” 

But at die hotel they were not to be found, and no rooms had been 
reserved for them. Then, for the first time throughout that journey, 
Strickland liad lost his confidence. He tried to telephone to the Villa 
Laure from the hotel, and when he failed he was seized with panic. 
He borrowed a small car from the manager of the hotel and drove 
himself out to the Villa. At the gate the Bochon family would not 
let him in. 

” They were right, of course. I give them full marks for their 
fidclit)'. Even that international passport, a ten-pound Bank of 
England note, wouldn’t persuade them. But it was maddening. 
They had received no instructions from the house that a visitor was 
expected. They didn’t believe a word of what I was saying. Ariadne, 
it was appalling. There were those two faithful people holding me up, 
and God only knew what might at dial actual moment be happening 
to you half a mile away.” 

He gripped her closer to him in a spasm of terror. In mind, he 
was still standing outside the gate, arguing, persuading, bribing. 

“ They were certain I was there for no good. Madame Bochon 
did her share of the talking from her bed inside the lodge. I was to 
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come back lo-morrow morning, and then ‘ we’ll have a look at you 
and see whether we’ll let you in, my cabbage,’ and at each sentence 
she told the man Bochon to send me away and come back mio tlie 
lodge because she was feeling a coauvu d’air." 

Ariadne laughed in a happy forgetfulness of her environment. She 
saw Denise Bochon in a feather bed with a great pulfcd quilt over her, 
probably a night-cap on her head, complaining of the drauglu. 
Strickland had turned away from the gate, sidled into the driver’s 
scat l>chind the wheel and driven the car along the park wall until his 
headlights lud showii him a great pole clamped to the stone. He 
had stopped his car by this pole and climbed thence on to the top of 
the wall. He had dropped into a great bed of last year’s leaves in the 
midst of some trees, and creeping out from amongst them had felt 

somcfliing whip round his leg and sting him. An'adder? But the 
coil was still about his ankles. A trap? But there was no bile of 
iron teeth. He stooped and unwound a loose end of thick wire. 

^ The telephone wire!” Ariadne c.xclaimed in a low voice. 
” Then it’s true. They arc in the p.uk waiting.” She lifted her 
head, her eyes shining like quiet stars in the gloom, “jolui. did 
they see you? ” 

Strickland shook his he.ad. 

I kept to tile trees, when I could. There’s a screen of them on 

the left there. From the fringe of that screen I could see all these 

windows obliquely. Not a light was showing. It seemed to me a 

house (hat dreamed; a shrine of deep peace. There was nothing 

to be afraid of So interne a relief soothed me that 1 fancied that afl 

the prayers I had ever uttered since I was a boy were now answered 

in one splendid benediction. You and Corinne were asleep in that 

first-floor suite of yours. Very possibly my telegram had gone 

astray. Very possibly the telephone wire had snapped of its own 

accord. I had but to stand sentry till the morning in the shadows of 
those trees.” ^ 

But some irrelevant thought of Madame Bochon and her courant 
arisen to disturb him. Why, he wondered, should he be 
(hinkuig of the woman at the lodge? Witli a shock the answer 
came. Of all that range of windows upon die first storey, the 
windows of the owners’ suite, not one was open, on tliis hot summer 
night. Perfect for Madame Bochon, intolerable to Ariadne, and no 
doubt to Corinne as well. At once the alarm-bells began to ring 
once more in, liis brain. He climbed down into the ditch wliicb ran 
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from the screen of trees below the terrace to the shrubberies on tlic 
opposite side of the house. Half-way across he climbed up to the 
terrace parapet and, looking over it, had been mystified by the black 
void of die open window. 

“ I saw something pale at the end of this room. 

“ My frock,” said Ariadne. ” You were looking straight at me. 

I thought you were one of that pair. I made myself small. But you 
watched me for hours and hours—oh ! ” and she shivered and pressed 
closer to him. 

He had dropped down again into the ditch, and running along 
with his body bent until he had reached the shrubberies, he had 
climbed on to the terrace and rubbing against the house wall had 
crept to the open window. 

” I listened at the side of it; I could hear notliing. I am armed. 

1 kept my hand in my jacket pocket on the butt of the pistol, and I 
slipped over die threshold into the shadow of the room.” 

” You stood in the shadow for a centur)’,” Ariadne said, dragging 
upon the words so that he heard in them all the anguish which she 
had endured as she sat so still making herself small upon the couch, 
and all die fine courage which had enabled her to endure it. 

” You wonder! ” he whispered. He raised her face. He saw 
her great eyes gleaming softly and seriously, her lips parted, her pale 
face mysterious and tender. Ariadne ! ” He bent his head and 
kissed her mouth and her hands clasped themselves about liis neck. 

” Do you know why 1 stood so still, beloved? ’* 

“ No! Tell me ! ” 

'* I w.is repeating one by one the sens-ations which had enthralled 
me during that night in the jungle behind Mogok. It was, I don’t 
know why, a shock to me to realise it. So different were the cir¬ 
cumstances, yet so precise was the actual repetition. I passed 
dirough the same emotional crisis. I heard die darkness throb about 
me with the regular beat of a ship at sea, and tiny voices whispering 
inaudible threats in my cars, and I was aware all the time diat there 
was no real sound at all. I had the same abnormal acuteness of my 
senses. I knew there was someone in the room—the same tremen¬ 
dous expectancy.” 

His voice died away, and they sat for a wbile in silence, she pressed 
against him and cradled within the hollow of bis arm. 

“We shall wait here then till Corinne comes?” she asked at 
Icngdi. 


23a 


" I think so. It was your plan, and the best. If we rim for the 
lodge a shot might put you in their hands. She clutched hint close 
at the thought of it. “ We arc better off here. Besides—I have that 
terrific expectancy still. That open window opposite to us is to me 
just that gap in the jungle with the wliitc stump. I shall see him 
tlicre—my tiger—and this time I sh.alJ not let him go. ’ 

He spoke quite without arrog.ancc and quite, too, without hesita¬ 
tion. He was fortified in a manner outside his experience by the 
enchantment of this girl who lay in his arms so mysteriously still. He 
had all at once an enormous pride in himself and a good deal of dis¬ 
dain and piry for his less fortunate fellow men. Her grace and her 
loveliness and her brave, joyous spirit were, after all, to walk the 
world side by side with him for the rest of life—if he could keep her 
safe through the gloom of this one night. The somciliing exquisite 
which was the mark of her physically, of her slender body, her length 
of limb and the turn of her wrists and ankles, which shone no less 
noticeably in the delicate reticence of her mind, must be preserved 
for its fulfilment—or he himself failed altogether, failed as man. He 
kept his eyes upon the window. From time to time he loosed his 
hold of her and dropped a hand into the side pocket of his jacket to 
make sure that his automatic pistol needed only the release of its 
safety catch to defend this wondrous treasure which had floated to his 
feet. 

After a little while, even at that time '* under death’s spread hand,” 
they began, as lovers will, to trace back the wonderful hour when the 
barriers had gone down, and heart beat at l.asi against heart, to its first 
origin. Was it then? Was it this or that thing I did? Tliis sudden 
glance of understanding? That revelation of a thought in common? 

“The morning when you came to me with your ruby, Strick¬ 
land,” said Ariadne, " I hurt you horribly, through my stupidity. I 
was ashamed of myself afterwards, terribly ashamed, and sorr)', too. 
But was I more than merely sorry? More than merely ashamed at 
my want of insight? I don’t know. I don’t think so. But there 
was another morning when I wanted to drive with you to the sea— 
oh, how I wanted it! Fair)'land with all the colours of the dawn. 
Oh, dicn—yes, my dear—I ached for that drive down though the 
green of the south country on a silent road—with you. I couldn t 
hide my longing from myself. To tell the truth,” and slic broke 
into a low full-throated laugh of happiness, ” I didn t try very 
hard.” 
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“ You did try, Arudnc. For later on that morning we were both 
as awkward and constrained as if we hated one another and were 
doing our very best to be polite. 

“ Yes, that was a diflicuit day,” she agreed, and then she laughed 
again. ” Oh. John Strickland, if Julian hadn’t found out that I was a 
misfit and sent me back to the shop, we should have had to behave 
very badly. You don’t mind a misfit, do you, so long as it fits 

)OU ? 

" Ariadne, I put you amongst the stars.’ 

Ariadne drew herself up rather abruptly. The tone of her voice 
changed. 

” S'es—now—talking of stars ” 

Strickland, in his turn, laughed. 

'* 1 shall occupy the best box on the first night.” 

Ariadne’s arms crept round his neck and drew down his head until 
their lips met and clung. They were swept out of that dark room 
on a wave of passion to the sunlit beaches of lovers’ dreams. 
Their voices, wliich had never risen above a whisper, ceased 
•altogether. 

Ariadne, looking out through the window, saw that the stars h.id 
changed. Those constellations which she had seen low above the 
trees of the far bank of the river, were now climbing high towards the 
centre of the heavens. 

” It must be near to midnight,” she murmured. 

” Not yet, beloved,” and as he spoke she felt his shoulders stiffen. 
He leaned forward and so remained. She could see the thrust of hb 
head : she imagined the tension of his altitude. She did a small thing 
which he recognised at once as the true proof of her. She drew aw.ay 
from him without a word so that he might have the full freedom of 
his arms. But no one moved outside upon die terrace. 

” I can see no one,” she breathed. 

” Nor I,” he answered in the same tone. ” But I heard.” 
"What?” 

" Someone move.” 

Ariadne shuddered. It was one swift spasm of terror, and maitcred 
in the fraction of a second. 

" Arc you sure? ” 

“ As sure as that we arc sitting side by side ”; and suddenly the 
barrel of his pistol gleamed darkly in liis hand. 

The lovers were back in the dark room again, waiting for their 
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enemy. They had made their expedition up to the hich landi of the 
troubadours and come back again, Uiough in a shorter time than it had 
taken Ariadne to drive up to Les Baux and return. They listcucJ, 
straining their cars. Neither ot them whispered a word or stirred a 
limb—until the sound was made again. This tune both of them 
heard it, sli-i’ht and secret thoutth it was. A man vcr>’ near at h.ind 
was treading with a light and stc.alrhy foot. As Ariadne’s mind 
seized upon the meaning of (h.at sound, and located it, a new and un¬ 
imagined horror shook her soul. For those light footsteps sounded 
overhead. 

Jolui,” she whispered, catching her breath, “ did you hear? " 
Yes.” 

They arc not outside in the p.\rk. They are in this house! ” 
Yes.” 

They have been upstairs there all the evening, whilst I sat here 
alone! ” 

” Yes.” 
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He answered her in the mo'.t commonplace of tones, die more 
surely to steady her. He asked : 

” Who sleeps overhead? ” 

" 1 do.” 

Ariadne’s heart fainted within her breast. Tlicy were waiting, 
hidden, in that private set of room.s until she and Corinne should go 
upstairs and lock the door which shut them off from the rest of tlie 
house. If she lud gone up to her room on her return, instead of 
washing in the cloak-room on the ground floor . . .! She shivered 
as she imagined the gi.uit figure of Clutter outlined behind a curtain 
and suddenly seen, suddenly known for what it was. 

Strickland's head tunicd swiftly. The big mahogany double 
doors wltich led from the room into the hall were set in the same back 
wall against which they were sitting. It w'as towards those doors 
that Strickland’s head was turned. In spite of the darkness the panels 
glistened faintly. He leaned back towards Ariadne, never removing 
his eyes from the dimly shining doors. 

” They are on the stain. It must be later than we drought. At 
midnight the moon rises. They can wait no longer.” 

Indeed it was growing lighter in the room, and outside the win¬ 
dow the stars were paling, the sky fading to the colour of an opal. 
He lifted her up as outside die doors the stairs creaked badly. 

“ Yes, they arc tired of waiting.” 
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An.idnc s courage did not Tail her. The moment to be brave, to 
quote Archie Clutter’s choice phrase, had struck for her. 

Like me, my dear, she whispered, and her lips smiled. But 
Strickland was remembering with what speed and what noisclcssness 
Clutter could move. He whispered: 

•• Down on the floor at the head of the couch." 

Ariadne sank on her knees silently and crouched under the shelter 
of the couch, between it and the side w.all in a comer. Her light- 
coloured dress might reveal her to anyone entering by the window, 
but she was completely hidden from the door. Strickland himself 
moved nearer to the doors out of the range of dut twilight which 
was now pouring from the terrace into the room. For both of them 
time and the world stood still. Then, without a warning of any 
kind, the great doors flew open and with noiseless little steps Archie 
Clutter tripped like a ballet dancer into the room. It was to Ariadne, 
crouched in her comer, the most bizarre and terrifying thing of all 
the things which had happened to her. This colossal figure of a 
man, with murder and revenge and violence in his thoughts, tripping 
daintily and with am.azing swiftness on the tips of his toes. He was 
making for the window, to shut off all possibility of escape—and that 
was his undoing. For he reached it and turned widi his arms out¬ 
spread. His huge bulk was outlined against the grey light. 

" My lady,” he said, bowing and mumming to Ariadne in her 

comer, two gentlemen from Cayenne desire your better acquaint¬ 
ance." ^ 

A streak of fire split the darkness, an explosion like the roar of a 
ship’s big gun filled the room with a deafening noise. ArLidnc’s 
eyes were fixed upon Archie Clutter. The bullet had missed him, 
then. For he stood in the window like a man diinking deeply on 
some unexpected occurrence. 

" What will he do?" Ariadne asked herself, cl-isping her hands 
together in a panic, and Archie Clutter answered her. He pitched 
forward with a crash and lay in a mountainous crumpled heap upon 
the floor. 

Ariadne took her cue from her lover. She did not move from her 
shelter, bcc.ausc he stUl stood erect ag.iinst the wall, the muzzle of bis 
pistol pointing at Clutter’s body. The jungle knows a thousand 
tricks. But Archie Clutter never stirred, and in the terrific silence 
which followed upon the explosion of the pistol, Strickland heard 
someone else breathing hard in the doorway of the room. A litde 
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man advanced, turning his head to this side and that. He saw his 
big friend prone upon the floor. 

“ Oh! ” he cried in a gasp, and ran forward. 

Strickland’s voice rang out authoritative and clear on a note 
of command which took Ariadne by storm. 

Rousseneq, fn haul Ics panes ! ” 

Rousseneq turned in a flash. Some bnght thing shone in his h.ind, 
but he never raised the liand. Strickland’s pistol ulkcd again. The 
bright thing dropped and rang on the floor hkc iron. HospcI 
Rousseneq uttered a scream and, clutching his right arm v^nth his left 
hand, he leapt over Clutter’s body and vanished through the window. 

** We shall find him later. He’ll do no more harm,” said Strick¬ 
land. “ Where do I turn on the light? " 

He received no answer and he looked towards the couch. 

” Ariadne! ” he cried in a voice in which fear struggled with re¬ 
proach. "Where? Tell me!" 

And since again he got no answer, he felt frantically up and down 
the wall imtil he found die switch. He turned it down and die room 
was flooded widi light. He ran to the comer where Ariadne had 
crouched. She was lying now much as Clutter was lying, in a 
tumbled heap upon the floor. 

" My dear I " he said. " Oh, forgive me! " 

He gathered her up in his arms and laid her upon the couch. She 
was breathing, and such a relief swept over him as he had never 
known. 

" rU make up to you, beloved, for diis night,” he said softly. He 
picked up the revolver which HospcI Rousseneq had dropped and 
slipped it into his pocket, and snatching up a cover from a table he 
spread it over the dead body of Archie Clutter. Then he chanced 
to look at the clock. It was close upon one of the morning. It 
seemed that Corinne had missed her train. 
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CHAPTER XX\1 


THE TELEGRAM 

“What you want, my dear, is a glass of cKampngnc. I do, too,’* 
said Strickland. “ Culalla is certain to have got a stock somewhere. 
Otherwise he couldn’t set us any examination papers. No cham¬ 
pagne. no answers to conundrums! ” 

He had carried Ariadne into the dming-room and turned on all 
the lights. Slie was sitting up now in an armchair, a wan and deeply 
shaken girl. There was a disconsolate look in the abandonment of 
her attitude which Strickland thought to exorcise by jesting words 
and a deal of bustling about. He discovered some bottles of cham¬ 
pagne in the wine drawer of the sideboard, and opening one of them 
filled up a couple of glasses. Ariadne drank and a little colour re¬ 
turned to her face. Strickland filled the glasses ag.ain. 

“ No! ” Ariadne protested. 

" Yes. Two glasses each arc the minimum. The first docs ns 
good. The second gives us pleasure. Drink it, and I’ll drive you 
.along to the lodge. I would like to get out of this villa.” 

The girl looked at him gratefully and with a trembling glimmer of 
a smile upon her lips. For he understood without a hint the horror 
of that house of death which kept her heart shuddering withm her. 
He helped her to her feet, led her out by the front door to the little 
garage, put a coat about her shoulders, which he found hanging there 
on .a nail, .md drove her through the park. Tlac Bochon family 
m.idc some tea, and Ariadne went fast asleep upon a couch under 
one of madame’s enormous eiderdowns to protect her from a coiirant 
d'air which would have been extremely tnalsain. In that same room 
Strickland wrote out in his best French the story of that night, and as 
soon as it was light went in sc.arch of the sm.all car he had borrowed 
the night before. He drove into the prefecture, and a sleepy com- 
missaire of police who had been roused from his bed grew wider 
and wider aw.ike as he read the report. 

” We h.id a message late last night about those two rascals,” he said 
when he had finished. ” I will go at once to Monsieur Dauguignon, 
our examining magistrate, and we will afterwards drive out together 
to die Villa Laurc. Meanwhile you will take your coffee here.’* 
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By eight o’clock the examining magistritc, a tall, tliin. dr\ man. 
the conunissatre, the police surgeon. StrickJmd, and a po^e of police 
were at the lodsc. 

“ Mademoiselle," said Monsieur Dauguignon to Ariadne. " I diall 
spare you as much as I can. For it is easy to see. by looking .it you, 
through how great an ordeal you have passed." 

It w.as also easy to see, Strickland reflected, that Monsieur Dauguig- 
non was a b.achclor. Else he must have known tliat that particular 
expression of sympathy was ccruin to be received with marked 
coldness; as, indeed, it was. 

“ But it is of counc ncccssar)' that you should come back to the 
house with us.” 

" I am ready,” said Ariadne. 

The comnussairc selected three of his police to search the park for 
Hospcl Rousseneq and made a parcel of the rwo pistols which Strick- 
and had left in the lodge. 

The second young lady, Mademoiselle Corinne, if she returns 
from Marseilles before we have finished, she can wait here for us," 
said die magistrate to Madame Bochon. " Now, let us qo! " 

They entered the Villa by the front door which Strickland had left 
wide open, and m the hall Monsieur Dauguignon turned with polite¬ 
ness to Ariadne. 

" Mademoiselle, I shall not ask you to come into the room where 
you spent so many unhappy hours hast night. Colonel StrickJuid 
will be suflicient. But aftcrw.irds, when we have finished dicre, you 
will guide us to your room upstairs where these rogues were waiting." 

Certainly, monsieur,” said Ariadne, and a little stifily. For the 
allusion to her worn appearance still rankled. But Monsieur 
Dauguignon was to put that celibate foot of his still deeper. 

And you will wait for us. It is obvious, of course, that made¬ 
moiselle should wish at the earliest moment to repair the disarray of 
her costume, which no doubt yesterday was most charming. But I 
must beg of you to wait.” 

Certainly Monsieur Dauguignon was a bachelor. Ariadne’s 
knowledge of the French language was happily limited. Irony and 
sarcasm were not within her competence. She would have liked to 
have said the bitterest things, but alas! she could only feebly splutter; 
and that sign of licr indignation had no effect. For the whole party. 
Monsieur Dauguignon at its head, had passed into the drawing-room 
and closed the door behind it. 
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Ariadjic set to work making up cold and biting rejoinders, such as 
—very politely—“ I know. Monsieur Ic jugc, 1 look like a dirty old 
bag of rags, but is it usual for gentlemen in France to tell women so? ” 
or—sweetly—“ I have no doubt that I am. as revolting as you say, 
but only a man milliner should have noticed it.” 

In tlie invention of tliese crushing replies she passed the time 
quickly enough until the party emerged from the room. 

” Now, mademoiselle, that unpleasant business is over. Will you 
show us the way to your room? ” 

Ariadne bowed in a stately fashion and walked upstairs. On the 
first landing a door confronted tltent, die front door, as it were, of the 
suite. Inside there was a tiny hall from which other doors led off. 
Ariadne opened one of diem upon her right. 

” This is my room.*’ 

It was a fine, high room, widi windows upon the river and walls 
hung with silk. Nothing seemed to have been disturbed but 
Ariadne’s dressing-case, which stood open upon a table with a few 
emptied jewel-cases scattered about it. 

“ You had valuable jewellery, mademoiselle? ** 

Ariadne laughed. 

” 1 have one stone of great value, monsieur, but I have been for a 
litdc while in the habit of wearing it always.” 

She drew out from the bosom of her dress a great ruby glowing 
upon a platinum chain; she did not look at Strickland as she showed 
it, but she flushed very prettily. Monsieur Dauguignon turned to 
another door. 

” And this leads . . .? ” 

** To my friend’s room.” 

*' Ah, the truant’s,” said the magistrate, and he opened the door. 
Strickland’s eyes were fixed upon die ruby. It was his gift to her, 
and it had been held against her heart—for a litde while, she said—> 
ever since that morning when she had longed for that drive through 
the greenery of England to the sea, and had stayed for a moment 
upon the threshold of her house, and then with a htde shrug of the 
shoulden, had gone in. It glowed now in the play of her fiingers, it 
had lain secret in her bosom, it was warm widi the warmth of her 
white skin. She looked at him beneath lowered eycUds and she 
tightened her hand about the ruby and hid it as something divinely 
prcciousinhcrpalm. Dauguignon,whohadbeenlooking allthiswhile 
into Corinne’s bedroom, closed the door and came back to Ariadne. 
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“ Mademoiselle,” be said, ” this friend of 5 ours—slic is Corinne 
the dancer? " 

” Yes.” 

” And ] understand from Colonel Strickland that ilic fugitive 
Clutter”—he pronounced the name Cluttairc—” had some grievance 
against her? ” 

Ariadne flushed up instantly. 

” Yes, but there were no grounds for it,” she began hotly to pro¬ 
test, but the magistrate interrupted her. 

” You will forgive me, but it is not necessary at this moment to 
enter upon that matter at all. All I wish to do,” and he moved across 
tlic room into the window, whither Ariadne, ready for battle on 
Corinne’s behalf, was drawn insensibly after him. “ All I svish to 
do is to establish the fact.” 

” Clutter certainly imagined that he h.«d been wronged,” Ariadne 
conceded. There was a cushioned scat m the window. 

” Let us sit down here for a moment, mademoiselle.” Monsieur 
Dauguignon said gently. Strickland had the impression that in 
drawing Ariadne across the room, as he had ver)’ delilxrratcly done, the 
magistrate was merely obeying the ancient practice of so disposing his 
witness chat the light should fall full upon her face. 

“ So,” he continued geni.ally when Ariadne had s.it down. ” 1 here 
is a little thing which purzlcs me. Let us sec if we can clear it up." 

Ariadne’s instinct warned her to susjscci the magistrate’s geniality. 
There might be traps in it. She had heard something of the methods 
by which these examinations were conducted. 

” I sliall answer any questions, of course, which you wish to put to 
me, monsieur,” she said. 

” That is good,” and he took his scat in the window facing her, 
” It is about this telegram from the Colonel here. It came up with 
the moraing’s letters, and those letters arc placed by Denise Bochon on 
a table in the drawing-room until you come down, since she is too 
busy to be running up and downstairs.” 

Ariadne nodded. 

” Now, does Denise Bochon sort those letters ? ” 

” No,” Ariadne answered, wondering whidicr Monsieur was leading 
her. ” Denise leaves them all together in a little heap.” 

“ Exactly. That is what I thought. And the first of you who 
comes down, selects her letters from the heap.” 

" Yes." 
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“ And Coriiuic was the first down yesterday? ’* 

“ Yes.” 

" Then it follows, docs it not? that Corinne must have seen that 
telegram addressed to you. She must have made sure that it was not 
meant for her? ” 

I suppose so, Ariadne agreed. She began to see the drift of the 
magistrate's questions. It is the misfortune and, at the same time, 
the happiness of loyal people that they arc very slow to suspect dis¬ 
loyalty in their friends. Ariadne was merely puzzled when she 
grasped the point which was troubling Monsieur Dauguignon, but 
she was very definitely puzzled. 

“ Would it not have been natural then for Corinne to have run 
upstairs with that telegram amd given it to you? ” he continued, and 
with a shrug of hb shoulders, he added indisputably : 

“ After all, a telegram is a telegram.” 

Ariadne did not answer. 

If it had been you who had come down first, mademoiselle, you 
would have done thar,” he continued, pressing her for a reply. 

” I suppose that I should,” she answered slowly, and then found 
the reply which relieved her of a trifle of discomfort. ” But Corimie 
was in a hurry. She had to catch a train.” 

Monsieur Dauguignon took her up on the instant. 

'* Ah, but none the less, Corinne, I understand, did run upstairs. 
She called to you through the door of her bedroom the time of the 
train by which she was rctunung.” 

Ariadne for the moment had forgotten that. Her discomfort was 
re-awakened in her. But she blamed the magistrate for it rather 
than Corinne. 

" So she did,” she answered witli her brows drawn together in a 
frown. 

'* And she never mentioned that telegram? ” 


” That is curious. It b curious, too, that you did not ^ec it, 
mademoiselle, when you came down.” 

Ariadne had an explanation to cope sufficiently with dizt per¬ 
plexity. 

” I was in a hurry too. I just glanced at the envelopes, and shuffled 
them all togctlicr again and tucked them away in the book. No 
doubt die telegram »had got stuck to one of them.” 

” Yes,” said Monsieur Dauguignon a little doubtfully. ” Yes.” 
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He looked round the room wth an air of a man wanting help of 
some kind, but his eyes came back ver\' sharply, almost guiltily, to 
Ariadne when she moved: and he held her by another question, 
spoken almost in a Hurr)'. Mis uneasiness must have been apparent 
to any onlooker. It certainly became at once very significant to 
Strickland. It suggested to him that, quite apart from the problem 
of the telegram, there was some other mystery troubling Monsieur 
Dauguignon .ind troubling him ver)' much. 

“ Corinne is a great friend of yours, mademoiselle? ” said D.ni- 
guignon, and he made a gesture with his hand, which said; " 1 have 
not done with you. Please keep your scat ! ” 

“ A great friend,” Ariadne answered firmly. 

” Yes, your great bdics arc more democratic than ours, made¬ 
moiselle. . . . That is known. We arc a Republic, you arc a 
democracy’. We keep the social grades distinct, perhaps because 
we arc not so sure of ourselves as you. , . . Yes, no doubt and 
again the magistrate’s worried eyes swept the room for help. 

He was playing for time, Strickland reaUsed with amazement. He 
was waitmg upon chance to assist him in some grave predicament. 
Strickland was suddenly seized with p.anic. He fancied tliat there 
was some new horror lurking for them alt, some secret, monstrous 
and inconceivable, of which only the magistrate was aware. He was 
clearly quite at the end of his resources when an interruption came. 
A sergeant of police entered the room and saluted. 

" Yes?” 

Monsieur Dauguignon turned to him eagerly. Nothing could 
have been more welcome to hun than this diversion. 

” We have searched tlic park, your honour, and we have not found 
Hospcl Rousseneq. But there is a place where, widi the help of a 
tree, the wall can be climbed. There is blood upon the wall there 
and blood upon the road outside.” 

” For the momcht he has escaped then,” said Dauguignon, and 
then his face cleared surprisingly. He had found his way out of his 
diffiailt)'. He turned back to Ariadne with a smile. 

” Mademoiselle, you have, doubtless, in the pocket of your car, 
one of those fine, big maps of the district. It will be of great help 
if you will fetch it for me without delay.” 

Ariadne rose and with her Monsieur Dauguignon. He escorted 
her to the door and saw her go down the stairs, talking to her all the 
while with the utmost profusion. 
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“ Wc shall be able to sec which road that bandit Rousseneq is 
likely to have taken, and in what barn he is likely to be hiding-’’ 

He was back in the room, a second later, a changed man, keen, 
quick, transformed into activity'. 

“ Rousseneq ! Bah! Wc know very well where to hear news ot 
him. In the little bars round the Grand Theatre at Marseilles. The 
Rue Corneille, eh. Monsieur le Commissairc? Those little narrow 
bars with their sanded floors, tlicir mirrors on the walls and their 
gaudy red panels with the gill nails. Rousseneq ! We have him ! *’ 
He snapped his fingers contemptuously and gave quick orders to the 
sergeant. 

“ You will stand outside the front door of this suite, my friend. 
You will not allow that young lady to come in again—no, not how¬ 
ever prettily she may persuade you. You will pretend to know 
notliing of that juap. You will ask the questions. You under¬ 
stand? ” 

" Perfectly, your honour.” 

The sergeant saluted and went out. Monsieur Dauguignon 
turned to the commissairc, the surgeon and Strickland with a face now 
quite pale and marked with a great gravity. 

” Gentlemen,” he said simply, ” I beg you to prepare yourselves.” 

He opened the door leading into Corinne’s bedroom. The room 
was in such disorder that a tornado might have wrecked it. Chairs 
were overset, curtains tom down, with every suggestion of despair 
and violence. 

But none of the four men crowded in the doorway had eyes for 
that disorder. An exclamation of horror broke from Strickland's 
moutli. For from the great chandelier of crystal pendants in the 
middle of tlic ceiling, Corinne dangled by a cord, with her hands 
strapped behind her back. Her face was dark and swollen, her eye¬ 
balls bursting from her head ajid her tongue, bitten through in her 
agony, projected bct^vecn her teeth. Every trace of her delicate 
beauty was gone with her life. Strickland himself only recognised 
her by her figure and her dress. 

They cut her down, removed the noose from about her neck and 
laid her upon the bed. 

” Poor creature, whatever wrongs she did, she has paid for them,"said 
the magistrate. He took a linen towel and reverently covered her face. 

“ Yes, cover her up,” said Strickland gently. ” She would have 
hated to know she was going to look like that after her death.” 
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CHAPTER XXVII 


CORINNE’S LAST DAY 

Six weeks later, John Strickland was summoned for the iwcltth 
lime from his hotel to the prctccture. 

“ I announce to you that I need keep you here no longer,” said 
Monsieur Dauguignon. “ This morning Hospcl Roussencq died 
in die prison hospital at Marseilles. So all tliis terrible aHair is at an 
end.” 

He dosed the cover of the dossier as he spoke and gave it a p.at. 
He smiled at lus visitor. 

‘‘ Of course, there might be a charge made ag.ainst you, Colonel 
Strickland, for carrying a pistol, and you arc hereby found guilty 
and condemned to take .m aperitif with me. But before we go forth 
to carry out your sentence, there is still a little word which must be 
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He pointed to a cliair by the side of his table and Strickland sat 
down. 

" 1 have now traced Corimie’s movements upon that last day of her 
life. The mystery is solved, and it is not. as you no doubt suspected, 
a very prett)- mystery. Corinne took your famous telegram with 
her to Marseilles. We cannot doubt it. When she went upstairs 
and shouted through the door that she would return by the bsi train, 
she packed the necessaries for a night away. That, too, we cannot 
doubt. She certainly travelled to Marseilles. She left her bag in the 
Terminus Hotel, and engaged a bedroom for the night. She re- 
tunied to the station and took a return ticket for Nimes, where she 
arrived at two forty-eight in the afternoon. At Niiiics, she bought 
a small black hat of the fashion which hides the eyes, a veil, and a dust- 
cloak to cover her dress. She returned to the station and again took 
a fctuni ticket, this time to Pont d’Avignon. She reached Pont 
d’Avignon a little after seven. It is the small station at the end of the 
bridge on die opposite side of the river, and—I beg you to observe 
tjii 5 —t,ot more than a kilometre and a half from the Villa Laurc. 
Corinne therefore lud ample time for—let us be frank!—her treach¬ 
ery. She made the little changes in her dress and appearance 
bccw'ecn Nunes and Pont d’Avignon. Certainly at the Utter 
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stntion no one recognised her. It was not yet dusk. The gates of 
the p.irk would be open lor atiothcr hour, or nearly another hour. 
She went quickly to the house and pl.iced the telegram amongst her 
friend’s letters. And dicn—ah, and then—she m^es the fatal step. 
She runs upstairs for some little thing which, in the hurry of the 
morning, she has forgotten—a lipstick, perhaps! Who shall say? 
She runs upstairs and finds her enemies already hidden in her room.” 

Strickland nodded liis head. 

" Clutter and Kous<cncq must have been liiding in the park 
throughout the day until they saw their chance and slipped into the 
house.” 

” No, sir,” Monsieur Dauguignon corrected him. ‘‘They came- 
in a hired motor-car from Marseilles during the afternoon. They 
hid the car in an old unused outhouse, not far from where they scaled 
the wall. They had in die car a wicker-work basket with a padlock. 
It is not difficult to guess to what purpose that basket was to be put.” 

” No,” said Strickland in a low voice. 

The magistrate rose and from a cupboard took his hat and stick. 

‘‘ But as for Corinne, it is clear what her intention was. She 
would have caught die last train to Nimes. From Nimes she would 
have travelled through the early part of the night to Marseilles. 
First thing the next morning, site would have sent a telegram to the 
Villa Laure, saying that she had missed her train from Marseilles 
and was compelled to spend the night at the Terminus Hotel. It is 
not a pretty story.” 

He held open the door with a bow. But Strickland'pauscd upon 
the threshold. 

‘‘ I ask a favour of you. monsieur,” he said. “ I should not like 
that story to reach my wife.” 

“ A lady of so brave a loyalty has a claim upon our reverence,” 
cried Monsieur Dauguignon, and with a fine flourish of his cane he 
drew an imaginary line across the threshold. “ It shall not be heard 
outside that frontier.” 
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